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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


% 
Ornzrro, the Moor general far Os 

- the Venetians in Cyprus, Mr. PowkLr. 
Caſſio, his Lieutenant general, Mr. PALMER. - 
lago, ftaxdard bearer to Othello, Mr. HayARD. 


Rodorigo, a fooliſh gentleman in Vp 
love with Deſdemona, Mr. KIS. 


Montano, the Moor's predeceſſor in 
the government of Cyprus, 


* 


Mr. Moz EN. 


Duke of Venice, Mr. BxansBy. I 
Brabantio, a noble Venetian, Mr. BurTon. 1 
Gratiano, brether ta Brabantio, Mr. Paksoxs. 
Lodovico, kinfan to Brabantia ; | 
and — 5 Mr. PACKER, 
Deſddinona, daughter to Brabantio, . | 
aud wife to Othello, 3 Nan. YATES. ; il 
Amilia, wife to Iago, Mrs. Hopx1Ns- | 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meſſengers, Sailors, and Attendants, 
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ACT 1. 5 ENE BY 


4 Street in Van e's, 2 16 . 
5 Enter Ropox O and IA % . 2 4 
Red. © Ever tell me, I take it much unkindly, Ln I 


* 


= 


That thou, Iago, who haſt had my r * 
As if the ſtrings were thine, ſhouldſt know of "TY 
Tago. But you'll not hear me. 
If ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. Kit. F 
N. Thou told me, thou did'ſt hold him 1 in th bau 
p 9. Deſpiſe me, { 
Ik do not. Three great ones ; of the . "RI 
* perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, 
Ork cap'd to him : And, by the faith of man, 
+ Eknow my price, I'm worth no worfe a place, 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſe, We 
In concluſion, nonſuits my mediators. 'Y 
* Certes, ſays be, | . already choſ : 
1 officer. — And what was ht ? . 1 
| oth, a pA A \teticlan, - 0 * x 


. * . * % 
„5 9 y "3 
+, _ 8 


$ OTHEL LO, " o& 
That never ſet a ſquadron in the Feld, "1 ** 
* 'F Nor the diviſion of a battle knows l *q 
More than a ſpinſter; MH * 7 "v2 
2 He, in good time, muſt his Lieutenant 
And ie, (ble#the matte!) his Moor- Mp sandten. 
"Red." By heav'n, I rather would have been his hangman. 
* Jago. But there's no remedy, tis the curſe of ſervice z ' 
Freſerment goes by lettem and affectionn. 


S. And not by old gradation, , | * 
3 Now, Sir, be judge yourſelf, r 
Wu If Lin any juſt term am aflign'd 6M * : 
« To love the Moor. „ 


Kod. L would not follow him then 7 


. O Sir, content you; 
8 I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. ; | 
Por when my outward action doth demonſtrate 455 
" Jy Ihe native act and figure of my heart 
| A 9 
„ 2 In compliment extern, tis not long after 
n But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 8 
For days to peck at; Im not what I ſeem. 
Y 2 What a full fortune does the thick-lips owes, 
If he can carry her thus! 2 y {,-. 
ren Call up her father, — C 
- Rouſe him, make after. him, poiſon his delight; 
Proclaim him i in the iredts, _iHcenſe her © 


3 that his joy be joy, . 

" * Vet throw ſuch changes of "XV on „ "4p 

” As it may loſe ſome colour. : | f 6 
Noc. Here is her father's houſe, I'll call aldud. 1 


Jago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire Y F 
As when, by night and negligence, che fire 

Is ſpied in populous cies. 

— hrs f Grabar tio ! Signjor Brabamtio ho bg P 


| * 1 


FF 


Bra. What is the matter there? © ** 

Rod. Signor, is all your family within? * 4 

Jags. Are all doors lock d? | , . E - 4 
Bra. Why ? wherefbre aſk you this? x N 


© Rod. Moſt reverend Signor, do you know m my voice 


"Bra. What, tell'{ thou me of 9; ks! is Ve 


2 
* 


; Moo o VENICE w © 


leg) Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! ho ! thieves! thieves| 
Look to your houſe, your daughter, and your bags. 


BRABANTIO appears above, at a window, * 


my * * 


lago. Zounds! Sir, you're robb'd: F or chama. (pat on # 
| your gown; * 
IJuo sour heart is burſt, you pere loſt half your foul; "36 * 
* Ev'n now, ev'n very now, an old black ram = 
Is tupping your white ewe, Ariſe, ariſe, . 5 a 
Awake the ſnoring citizens with the bell, ” « 
Or effe the devil will make a grandſire of you. 
Ariſe, I ſay. | | 
Bra, What, have you loſt your wits ? 


Bra. Not I; what are you? s 


Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 
Bra. The worſe welcome; thou haſt heard me 5 * 


. My daughter's hot for thee. And now in 85 
ſt thou come to ſtart my den, 1 — . 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir b . 4 1 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 23 
My fpirit and my place have in their POWER j, #7 9 | 


- To make this bitter to thee, 
Rod. Patience, good Sir, 


s 


My houſe i is not a grange. * R 
Rad. Moſt brave Brabantio, F S pager” 
In * and rate fo I come | to you, 


e = Be 
3 
* 


x8 pL 7 
a 
* , FOE” : 


i OTHELEO, the 4 
Aso. You'll have you daughter.cover'd with a Barbary 
: horſe; you'll have your nephews, neigh to you; 
you'll have courſers for, couſins, and gennets for 
| germanes. 
Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 
Iago. I am one, Sir, that come to tell you, your daughter 
} and the Moor are now making the beaſt with two 
| backs. F ; 
Bra. Thou art a villain. | 
* Jago. You are a Senator. a 
©. Bra.” This thou ſhall anſwer.—I know * 1 go. 1 
Kad. Sir, I will anſwer any Mt. 2 ay 
pypourſelf. 9 
7 If ſhe be in her chamber, or your honſe; 
n Leet looſe on me the juſtice of the = 
Por thus deluding you. 
. 8 Give me a taper; call up all ny people. 
= - This aceident is not unlike my dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
08 Light, I fay, light! 11 
go. Farewel; for J muſt leave you. 7 
" It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place; 
To be produc'd (as, if I ſtay, I ſthally ' \& 
" © Againſt the Moor. In which regard, | EY 
Tho' I do hate him, as I do hell's pains, | 
Fleet, for neceſſity of preſent life, 
II! muſt ſhew out a flag and fign of love, 
which is, indeed, but fign) chat you may ſurely 
o find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch 5 | 
And Nr yi I N . So farewel, [Brit 


— 


Moor of VENICE. 
nue BRABANT IO, and Servants with reis. 
Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone ſhe is; 
Rodorigo, where didſt thou ſee her? 
With the Moor, ſaidſt thou ? 
How didſt thou know 'twas ſhe?— Get more taper, 
Raiſe all my kindred—are they married, think you? 
Red. Truly, I think, they are. 
Bra. Oh heaven! how gat ſhe out: 5 
0h treaſon of my blood ! 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughters minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not charms, 
Hy which the property of youth and maidhood - - 
May be abus d? have you not read, Rodorigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing? 7 5 = 
Red. Yes, Sir, I have indeed. \ : 
Bra. Call up my brother: | 
Some one way, ſome another Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 
Red. 1 think, I can diſcover him, if-you pleaſe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every houſe I'll call, 
I may command at moſt ; get weapons, hoa ! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial officers of might: 


On, good Rodorigo, Ill deſerve your Pains. t * 


SC & N E hanggs to another Street, 7 175 the 
b | * SAGITTARY. | 1 7 


| Enter OTnEL Lo, Iago, and Attendants with torches” *: 
Ago. Tho! in the trade of war I have flain men, | 

Yet do-I hold it baſe and infamous 

To do a contriv'd murther. Nine or ten times 


I thought to've Jerk'd him here under the ribs, * 
Oth. It's better as it I. , * 


3 
* a 4 
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8 OTHELLO, the 
Iago. Nay, but he prated, 5 
. And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms 
| _ Againſt your honour; 9 2 ; 
That, with the little godlineſs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray, Sir, 
| Are you faſt married? for, be ſure of this, 
| That the magnifico is much belov'd, 
| | And hath in his effect a voice potential 
JH As double as the Duke's : He will divorce you, + 
b Or put upon you what reſtraint or grievance | 
4 I he law (with all his might t'enforce it on) 
Will give him cable. : 
Oth. Let him do his ſpite : p 
+ My ſervices which I have done the Signory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. *Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boaſting is an honour, 
J ſhall promulgate) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal ſiege; and my demerits 
May ſpeak, and bonnetted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that have reach d. For know, Iago. 
© But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, Fat 
I would not my unhouſed free condition . 
Put into circumſcription and confine, | 
= For the ſea's worth. But look! what Tights come 
* vonder? 
| & Enter Cass10, with torches. 
1 * on Thoſe are the raiſed father, and his friends: 
4 4 You were beſt go in, 
A Oth. Not I: I muſt be found. ; 
My parts, my title, and my verſe ſoul No 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. * It is they? 
logo By Janus, I think no, 


q = 
| | ” | 


"ts 
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| Moor of VENICE. * 5 
On. The ſervants of the Duke, and my Lieutenant 
The goodneſs of the eh upon you, friends b 
What is the news ? 
Caſ. The Duke does greet you, general; 
| And he requires your haſte, poſt haſte appearance, 
Ev'n on the inftant. 
Oth.. What is the matter, think you ? 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine; 
You have been hotly call'd for, 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate ſent about three ren * 
To ſearch you out. 
Oth. Tis well I am found by you: 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And go with you. [Ex. OTHELLO. 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here? . 
Ingo. Faith, he to night hath boarded a land carrack; 
If it pr6ve lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
Caſ. I do not underſtand. 
Iago. He's married. | | 
Caſ. To whom? = 
lago. Marry to —— Come, Captain, will you go? ? 
Enter OTHELLO. | * 
Oth. Have with vou:- «4 
Caſ. Here comes another troop to ſeek for ou. 


Enter BRABANTIO, RoporiGo, and Officers with torches. 


Igo. It is Brabantio : General, be advis'd, | + 
He comes to bad intent. * "0 

Oth. Holla! ſtand there. * 

Rod. Signor, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief. [They draw on both fides 

lago. You, Rodorigo ! come, e ns; you 
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Oth. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew will ruſt 
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them. 


Good Signor, you hall more 8 wich 3 


Than with your weapons. 


Bra. O thou foul thief ! where haſt thou ſtow'd my 


daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt e her ; 2 
For I'll refer me to all things of ſenſe, 
If the in chains of magick were not bound, 
Whether a maid, ſo tender, fair, and Aug 
So oppoſite to marriage, that the ſhun'd 
'The wealthy culled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, t' incur a general mock, - 


Run from her. guardage to the ſooty boſom. 1 


Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight 3 

1 therefore apprehend and do attach n 
For an abuſer of the world, a practioer 

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 


Lay hold upon him; if he do reſi 
Subdue him at his peril. . 


Oth. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the "I | 
Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have known "my 

Without a prompter. Where will you I ga 
To anſwer this your charge ? 


TIE 


Bra. To priſon, till fit time of law, 


Call thee to anſwer. 


O. What if I do obey ? 


How may.the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, va 
Whoſe meſſengers are. here about my fide, 
Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the fate, 1 
To bring me to him? | anne tA 
- Trae, moft worthy Signor, 
The Duke's. in council and your noble 4 an 
Im ſure, is ſent for. 


a Duxz and SENATORS ſet at a table, 48th lights and 


Duke. There is no compoſition · in theſe news, 


Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment. 5 4 


Off. A meſſenger from the gallies. 


Sail. The Turkith preparation makes for Rhodes, 


oof 


— * = 


Moor of VENICE. 
Bra. How ! the Duke in council? | 
In this time of the night? bring him away ? ? 
- Mine's not an idle cauſe. The Duke himſelf; 
Dr any of my brothers of the ſtate, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own; 
For if ſuch actions may have paſſage fre, 
Bond ſlaves and pageants ſhall our ftateſmen be. 
[ Exeunt, 


| 10 E N E changes to the Senate-houſe. 


Attendants. 


That gives them credit, 
1 Sen. Indeed, they're diſproportion „51 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven gallies. 
Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And mine, two hundred ; | 
But though they jump not on a juſt account, 
Yet do they all confirm 
A Turkith fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus, 


Enter SAILORS. 


Duke. Now |! — what's the buſineſs ? 


So was I bid report here to the ſtate. 
Duke. How ſay you by this change? 
3 Sen, Tis a Pageant, to Keep_us in falſe gaze. 
Duke. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 
OF. Here is more news. 


& - © 
So SF ' 45 FT 3 


12 OTHELLO, the 
4224 Enter a MxssENGER. 


Meſ. The Ottomites, (reverend and gracious,) 
Steering with due courſe towards the Ifle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after-fleet —— 

1 Sev. Ay, ſo I thought ; how many, as you gueſs? 


M. Of thirty fail ; and now they do re- ſtem 


Their backward Courſe, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance 
Their purpoſes towards Cyprus. Signor Montano, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Dule. Tis certain then for Cyprus: Marcus Luccicos, 
Is he not here in town ? 
Sen. He's now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us to him, poſt, poſt-hafte, dispatch. 
1 Sen. Here come Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 


To them, enter BRABANTIO, OTHELLo, Cass 10, IAGo, 
RoDORIGoO, and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman. — 
I did not ſee you : welcome, gentle Signor : 
[To BRABANTIO, 
We lack'd your councit, and your help to night. 
Bra, So did I yoursg good your grace, pardon me ; 
Neither my place nor aught I heard of buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general 
Take hold on me: for my particular grief 
Is of ſo flood-gate and-o'er-bearing nature, 
That it ingluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And yet is ſtill itſelf. 
Duke. Why, what's the matter? 
Bra. My daughter! oh, my daughter | — _ 


Al. Dead? —— 


e m7 VENICE. 13 


Bra. To me; — 
She is abus d, ſtolen from me, and corrupted 
By ſpells and medicines, bought of mountebanks; 


Far nature fo prepoſterouſly to err; 
Sans witchcraft could not —— 

Duke. Who &er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd/your daughter of her ſelf, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law © 
You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, 
After its own ſenſe ; yea; 
Stood in your action. 


Bra. Humbly I thank your grace, | 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it ſcems, 


Your ſpecial mandate, for the flate-affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 
All. We're very ſorry for't. 


Dake. What in your own part can you fay to this? 
[To OTHEELO, 


W Nothing, but it is ſo. 

th. Moft potent, grave, and reverend Signors. 
My very noble and approv'd good maſters; 

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 

It is moſt true; true, I have married her; 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this, extent; no more. Rude am I in my 

ſpeech, | 

And little bleſs'd with the foft phraſe af peace; 

For fince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 

Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us. 

Their deareſt action in the tented field; 

And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 

More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 

In ſpeakipg for myſelf, Yet, by your paticnce, 


ente, te 


I will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of love; what drugs, what 
charms, 

What conjuration, and what mighty magick, 

(For ſuch proceeding I am charged withal,) 

I won his daughter with. 
Bra. A maiden, never bold ; 

Of ſpirit fo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 

Bluſh'd at itſelf: And ſhe, in ſpite of nature, 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 

To fall in love with what ſhe fear d to look on — 

I therefore vouch again, 

That with ſome mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 

Or with ſome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 

He wrought upon her. 
Duke. Othello, ſpeak ; 

Did you by indirect and forced courſes 

Subdue and poiſon this young maid's affections? 

Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion 

As ſoul to foul affordeth ? 
Oth. I beſeech you, 

Send for the lady to the S my. 

And let her ſpeak of ma before her father; 

If you do find me foul in her report, 

The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 

Not only take away, but let your ſentence 

Even fall upon my life. 
Duke” Fetch Deſdemona hither. [ Exeunt two or three, 


| Oh. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know the place. 


Exit Ia do. 
And, till ſhe come, as truly as to heav'n 
I do confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your grave ears I'll preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mine. 


Moor of VENICE: 15 


Duke. Say, it, Othello. 
Och. Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 


Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 

From year to year; the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 
That I have paft. 

I ran it through, &en from my boyiſh Jay 

To th' very moment that he bad me tell it : 
Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field; 


Of hair-breadth'ſcapesin th imminent deadly breach; 


Of being taken by the inſolent foe, _ 

And ſold to ſlavery ; of my redemption thence; 
Of battles bravely, hardly fought ; of viftories 
For which the conquerors mourn'd, ſo many fell. 
Sometimes I told the ſtory of a ſiege, 

Wherein I had to combat, plagues and famines, 
Solders unpaid, fearful to fight, | 

Yet bold in dangerous mutiny. All theſe to hear 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline ; 1 
But fill the houſe-affairs would dra her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my diſcourſe : which I obſerving, 
'Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels the had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtinctively: I did conſent, 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When ] did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke 
That my youth ſuffer'd. My ftory being done. 
dhe gave me for my pains a world of ſighs: 

Ihe ſwore,*ln faith, twas ſtrange, twas paſſing trage, 


. 


o 


OTHE LL O, the 
„ Twas pitiful, twas wond'rous pitiful.” 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it; yet ſhe wiſh'd, 
That heav'n had made her ſuch a man : — ſhe 
thank'd me, 
And bad me, if had a friend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my tory, 
And that would woo her. — On this hint I ſpake 3 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſt ; 
And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them: 
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd, 
Here comes the lady, let her witneſs it. 
Enter DEsDEMONA, IA do, and Attendants, 


Dake. | think, this tale would win my Gaughter to too 
Gaod Brabantio, 
Take up this mangled matter at the beſt. 
Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, 
Than their bare hands, 
Bra. I pray you, hear her ſpeak ; 
If the confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man! — Come hither, gentle miftreſs, 
Do you perceive in all this noble company. 
Where you moſt owe obedience ! 
Def. My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty ; 1 
To you I'm bound for life and education: 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to reſpect you. You're the lord of duty; ; 
I'm hitherto your daughter. But here's my huſband 2 
And ſo much duty as my mother thew'd. 
To you, preferring you before her father; 
So much I challenge, that 1 may profeſs, 
Pue to the Moor, 55 lord. 


- 


Moor of VENICE up 


Bra. I have done. | . 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it.— 
Tome hither, Moor; 
here do give thee that with all my 1 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee.— 
| Beſeech you, now to the affairs of th' late, 
Duke. The Turk with a moſt mighty preparation makes 
for Cyprus: Othello, the fortitude of the place is 
' beſt known to you. You muſt therefore be content 
to ſlubber the gloſs of your new fortunes, with this 
mote ſtubborn and boiſterous expedition. 
Oth. The tyrant cuſtom, moft grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel couch of war 
My thrice driven bed of down. I do acknowledge 
A natural and prompt alacrity | 
I find in hardneſs ; and do undertake 
This preſent wat againſt the Ottomites. 
- Moſt humbly therefore bending to your ſtate, 
I crave fit diſpoſition for my wife, 
Due reverence of place and exhibition ; * 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort 
As levels with her breeding. 
Duke, Why, at her father's, 
Bra. I will not have it fo. 
Oth. Norl. 
Def. Nor would I there reſide, 
To put my father in inpatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
Jo my unfolding lend your gracious car, 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
T' aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. ON 
Duke. What would you, Deſdemona? 
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Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him 


Oth. 


My down-right violence and ftorm of n 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's ſubdu'd 
Ev'n to the very quality of my lord; 

I ſaw Othello's viſage in his mind, 


And to his honours and his valiant parts Nu 


Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate: 


So that, dear lords, if I be left behind 3 


A moth of peace, and he go to the war, | 
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport, | 

By his dear abſence. _ Let me go with him. 
Your voices, lords; beſeech you, let her will 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not, 

To pleaſe the palate of my appetite; 7 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind, 

And heav'n defend your good ſouls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant 

For the is with me.—No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid foils with wanton dulneſs 

My ſpeculative and offic'd inſtruments, 


That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs ; 


May all indign and baſe adverſitics 
Make head againſt my eſtimation, 


Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately-determine, | 


Or for the ſtay or going; th' affair cries haſte; , 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer, You muſt hence to-night, 


Deſ. To-night, my lord? 82 | 
Duke. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart, 

Duke. At nine i' th' morning here we'll meet again, 


Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 

And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect 
As doth import you. | 
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4 


Oh. Pleaſe your grace, lago, 
(A man he is of honeſty and truſt,) 


To his conveyance I aſſign my wife, | 
With what elſe needful 4 good grace ſhall wink 


I To be ent after me. 
Duke. Let it be ſo: 


8 Good night to every one. And, noble fignor, 


N 


» © 


” 
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* 


If yirtue no delighted beauty lack, 


1 «Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, bravg Moor, uſe Deſdemona well, 
Bra. Logk to her, Moor, if thou haſt eyes to _ 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 
Ex. Doxt, with Szunrons 
| r My Hife 10 her faith — Honeſt Iago, | 
My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee; 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her; 


ney 
» x 


And bring her after in the beſt "Uputage, — 


Come Deſdemona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter and direction 
To his with thee. We muſt Dey the time. 


Manent RopoR 160 and 11460. 


Rod. Iago —= | 


Jago. What fay' thou, noble heart ? 
Rod: W hat will I do, thinkeſt thou? 


Iago. Why, go'to bed, and ſleep, 
Red. 1 will incontinently drown myſelf. | 
Lage. Well, if thou doſt, I ſhall fever love thee after, 
Why, thou filly. gentleman ! 
Red. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a torment z and 
then have we a preſcription to die, when death is 


Ar phyſician, 
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Iago. O Albinos I have look d upon the world for four 
time ſeven years, and fince I could diſtinguiſh be- 
twixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man 

that knew how to love himſclf. Ere I would fay, 

I I woulddrown myſelf for the love of a Guiney-hen, | 

I would change my humanity with a baboon. 

Red. J confeſs, it is my ſhame to be ſo fond, but it is | 
not in my virtue to amend it. 9. | 

Iago. Virtue! a fig: 'Tis in ourſelves that we are thus 

or thus. Come, be a man;-Drowg thf&lf?” drown 
cats and blind puppies. 1 , profeſt. me thy 
friend, and I could never better ſteed thee than 
now. Put money in thy purſe. It cannot be, that 
Deſdemona ſhould long continue her love to the} 
Moor—Put money in thy purſe—nor hehis to her. 
It was a violent commencement in her, and thou 
ſhalt ſee an anſwerable ſequeſtration.— If ſanctimony 
and a frail vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian and a 
ſaper-ſubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, 
and all the tribe of hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her ; there- 
fore make money.— A pox of drowning thyſelf ! — 
Seek thou rather to be hang'd in compaſſing thy joy, 
than to be drown'd, and go without her. 
- Red. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on the . 
iſſue? 
Jag. Thou art ſure of me. Go, make money Iz hare 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor.” My cauſe is hearted; thine hath 
no leſs reaſon. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge 
_ againſt him. If thou canſt cuckold him, thou doft, 
thyſelf a pleaſure and me a ſport. There are many 
events in the womb of time, which will be delivered. 
Traverſe, go, provide thy money. We will have 
more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 
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Rod. Where ſhall we me meet i' th morning? 
Jago. At my lodging. 
Rad. I'll be with thee betimes. 
Iago. Go to, farewel, Do you hear, Rodorigo: ? 
Rod. What ſay you? 
Tago. No more of drowning, do you Har. 
Red. IJ am chang'd ; Pll go ſell all my land. 

Mantt Taco. | 


Eee. Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe; 

For I my own gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane, 
If I ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, 
But for my ſport and profit. —I hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office.—l know not, if't be true 
But, I for mere ſuſpicion in that Kind, 

Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him; 
Caſſio's a proper man: Let me ſee now; —. 
To get his place, and to plume up my will, 
A double knavery — How? how? — let's ſee =p— 
After ſome time, tabuſe Othello's car, 

That he is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe, 
To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make women falſe. — 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honeſt that but ſeem to be {6 ; 
And will as tenderly be led by th- 7 
As aſſes are: — 5 
I bav't — it is ingendred — Hell a nig ht 
Muſt bring this monſtrous birth to the world's light. 


Eat. 
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Enter Cas510, MonTayo, and GENTLEMBN- 1 | 


Cel: 1 to the valiant of this warlike iſle, 
That ſo approve the Moor: Oh, let the heay' ng | 

Give him defence againſt the elements, 
For I have loft him on a dangerous ſea, 

2 Is he well fhipp'd? 1 

Caſ. His bark is ftoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance * ; 
© Therefore my hopes. 

Wi "We A fail, a fail, a fail! | 

Caſ. What noiſe ? 

Gent. The town is empty ; on th' feos o'th* fea. 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry, a fail, 

Caf. My hopes do ſhape him for the governor, _ 
1 pray you, Sir, go forth, | 
And give us truth who * tis that i F arriy d. 

Gent. I ſhall. © a . Eat. 

Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is ür general wiv'd,2 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiey'd a mad 

That paragons deſcription and wild fame: ” 


q Enten Hanrlkuax. 


Now? who has put in? 

Gent. It is one Iago, ancient to the general. 

0 H'as had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed ;-. 
Lempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howling winds ; 
As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting ſafe go by 
The divine Deſdemona. 


- 
o 
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Mont. What i is ſhe ? | 

Caf. She that 1 ſpoke of, our great captain's captain, 
Le in the conduct of the bold lago | 
% Pocpancon4, Lago, Roportoo, e 
1 , 


O behold ! *% 
The riches of the ſhip 1s, come on ſhore : F 
| Hail to thee, lady] and the grace of heav'ng 10 
"Þ ... Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
L © Enwheel thee round. 
Def. 1 thank you, valiant Caſſio. | 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord! > 
Cal, He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 
But that's he well, and will be Thortly here. 
Deſ. O, but I fear — how loſt you company? 
ol The great contention of the ſea and ſkies 
Parted our fellowſhip, — 
Good ancient, you are welconie. Welcome; wires. 
Leet it not gall your cnc good Iago, 
[To AMILIA, 
That I-extend my manners. Tis my breeding, 
That gives me this bold ſhew of courteſy. 
Tago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue the oft beftows on me, 
You'T have enough, 
Deſ. Alas] ſhe has no ſpeech. 
Jago. In faith, too much; 
find it fill, when J have lit 1 to ſleep; 
_ Marry, before your ladyſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking, 
mil. You have little cauſe to ay ſo. 
Iago, Come on, come on; you're pictures out of lock, 
Bells in Lo parlors, wild-cats in your kitchens, .. 
6.4 
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Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your.  houſewiſery, and m in 

| your beds! | 5 

Def. O, fie upon thee, ſlanderer! 

Jago. Nay it is true; or elſe I am a Turk; 

Fo u riſe to play, : and go to bed to work, 

Anil. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 

Jago. No, let me not. 

Def. What would'R thou write of me, if thou ſhould'ſt 

| praiſe me ? | 3 

Jago. Oh gentle lady, do not put me to't, 8 
For I am nothing, if not critical. 

Def. Come, one eſſay. There's one gone to the harbour; 

Caſ. Ay, madam. ad 

Def. 1 am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, but ſeeming otherwiſe—— © 
But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deferving” 
woman indeed? one, that in the authority of her 
merit, did juſtly put down the vouch of very malic 

» itſelf? | 

lago. She that was ever fax, and never proud, 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay, 
Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid, now I n 
Sie that when anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly ; 
* She that could think, and ne er diſcloſe her mind, © 
Have fuitors following, and not look behind, 
She was a wight, ( if ever fuch wight were) — 

Def To do what? 

lago. To fuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall beer. 

Def. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion ! do not 
learn of bin, Emilia, tho he be mY hnſband. —How | 


* 


2. 
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ay you, Caſſio, is he not a moſt profane and liberal 
ſurer? 
Caf. He ſpeaks home, madam; you may reliſh him more 
in the ſoldier, than in the ſcholar. | 
Lago, { Afede.] He takes her by the palm; ay, well aid 
whiſper —With as little a web as this, will I enſnare 
as great a fly as Caſſio. Ay, ſmile upon her, do. 
You ſay true, tis ſo, indeed. lf fuchtricks as theſe 
ſtrip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had been better 
you had not kiſs d your three fingers ſo oft. [Trumpet 


The Moor, —1 know his trumpet. 
Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 
* + Enter Ornzt.Lo, and Attendants, 


Oth. Oh my fair warrior ! 
D. My dear Othello 
Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my content, 
Io ſee you here before me. O my ſoul's joy 
I after every tempeſt come ſuch calms, 
May the winds blow till they have raked death: 
If I were now to die, . 
"Pwere now to be moſt happy; for, I Ne. 
My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, 
That not another comfort like to this Wee 
- Succeeds in unknown fate. 
Deſ. The heav'ns forbid, eri ä | 
But that our loves and comforts ſhould increaſa N 
Ev'n as our days do grow ! |; | 
55 Amen to that, ſweet powers ! 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here : it is too much of joy. 


And this, and this, the greateſt diſcords be,{ Kiſſing her. 
That &er our hearts ſhall make. | 


* Oh, you are well-tun'd now ; but I'll let down the 
pegs that make this muſic, as honeRt as I am. Aſide, 1 


* 
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Oth. Now, friends, our "Ware ate done; the Turks are 
drown'd. | 
| Howe do our old acquaintance of this ile ? W * 
Honey, you ſhall be well defar'd in Cyprus, by \ 
I've found great love amongſt them, Oh Free 
] prattle out of faſhion, and I dote 
In my own comfort. — Pr'ythee, Bod Ingoy. 
Go to the bay, and tek my 8 1 
Bring thou the maſter to the citadel, 2 
le is a good one, and his worthineſs 7 
Does challenge much reſpect. — Come Naum, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 
Decunt OrhzLTO and Deore 
Manent IAG and Roporico.. * > 
aro. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. ©. if 
thither, if thou be'ſt valiant ; — Liſt me; the Liews 
tenant tonight watches on the court of guard. Firſt, 
_ I muſt tell tes: — 3 Deſdemona 1 is YE ne ; 
With him. 51 
Rod. With him why, tis . not pee b. Kon 
lago. Lay thy fingers thus; and let thy ſoul be inſtruQed, 
Mark me with what violence ſhe firft lov'd the Moor, 
but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtical lies. And 
will ſhe love him ſtill for prating* Eet not thy diſ- 
creet heart think it.— Her. cye muſt be fed. And 
erbat delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the devil ! 
Rad. I cannot believe that of 2 the's 4 8 moſt re 
condition. * 
Lago. Bleſs d fig wand! ! ths wine he Aleks is n of 
grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would never 
have lov'd the Moor : Bleſs'd pudding ! didſt not 
thou not ſee her paddle with the Faun of his * 1 
= : didft not mark that? £25 
4 * - Red. Yes, e but that was but courſe, 


Re” 
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logue to the hiſtory of luſt, and foal thoughts. But, 
, be ruld by me. I have brought you Worm Venice."s 
| Watch you to-night; for the command, Pt lay't 
upon you. ' Cafiro knows yo not: 0 not be far 
from you. 0 you find ſome occaſion to anger 
Caffio, either by ſpeaking too ud, or tainting his 
- diſcipline, or TOW yo t other oute 25 Pete. 
Rad. Well, + 
Lago. Sir, he's raſn, 150 very dadden in choler: and, | 
bappily, may firiks at you. Provoke him, that he 
may; for cven out of that wi 1 cauſe thoſe of 
Cyprus to mutiny ;. , Whoſe, qualification ſhall come 
into no truꝭ tafte again, but by diſplanting of Caſſio. 
Red. I will do this, if you can bring it to any opportunity. 
Jago. I watrant'thee.' Meet me by and by at the citadel; 
I muſt fetch his neoolaricy aſhore. Farewel. 
Rod. Adieu. * ene 1 
ee e bent 2 
Lage. Fat Gt loyes herr 1 do well bellre : 
That the loves him, tis apt, and of great credit. 
he Moor, how beit that J endure him not, 
= of a conſtant; loving, noble nature; 
And, I dare think, hell prove to Deſdemona 
A moſt dear huſband.— Now I love her too, 
Not out of abſolute aft, (though, peradventure, 
2 I ſtand accountant for as. great a ſin ) 3 
ut partly led to diet my revenge, TA 
For that I do ſuſpect, the Juſtful Mor, =. 
Hlath leapt into my ſcat. Ihe thought whereof 
Doch, like a poiſonons mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my ſoul, 
Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife 
8 | n 7 885 
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Jago, Lechery; by this hand: an index, an obſcure pro- $ 
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Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moor | | 
At leaſt into a jealouſy ſo ſtrong, 
That jadgment cannot cure. Which thing to 40, 
If this poor traſh of Venice, whom I trace 


For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 
II have our Michael Caſſio on the hip, | 


Abuſe. him to the Moor in the rank garb 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward =_ | 
For making him egregiouſly an aſs;  / 

And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madneſs.— Tis here — but yet confus d: 
Knavery's plain face is never ſeen, till us'd, [Exits 


SCE NE the Caſtie. | 
Eater OTHELLO, DzsDEMONA, Cass 10, and Attendants, 
Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night, 
Let's teach ourſelves that honourable ſtop, | 
Not to out-ſport diſcretion. 

Caſ. Iago hath direction what to do: 

But, notwithſtanding, with my 3 eye 
Will I look tobt. ; 

Oth. Iago is moſt honeſt : 3 
Michael, good-night. To-morrow, with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpecch with you. Come, my dear love, 
The purchaſe made, the fruits are to inſue ; 

That profit's yet to come tween me and you. 
Good- night. Exeunt OTHELLO and DxsPEMONA, 
Enter Go. 

0 Welcome, Iago; we muſt to the watch. 

© Lago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: 'tis not yet ten o' th 
clock. Our general caſt us thus early for the love 
of his Deſdemona; whom let us not therefore blame; 


he hath not yet made the wanton night with ker : 
And the is ſport for Jove. 


* r 
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Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 

Tago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Caſ. Indeed, ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate creature. 

Tago. What an eye ſhe has? methinks, it ſounds a parley 
to provocation. 

Caſ. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, . modeſt. 

lago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, is it not an alarum to love: ? 

Caſ. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago, Well, happineſs to their ſheets Come, Lieutenant, 
I have a ſtoop of wine, and here without are a brace 

of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a meaſure 
to the health of black Othello. 

Caſ. Not to-night, good Iago.; I have very poor and 
unhappy brains for drinking. I could well with, 
courteſy would invent ſome other cuſtom of enter- 

- tainment. 

Tago, Oh, they are our friends: But one cup; ['ll drink 
for you. | | 

Caſ. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was 
craftily qualified too: And, behold, what innovation 
it makes here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, - 
and dare not taſk my weakneſs with any more. | 

Tago, What, man? tis a night of revels, the gallangs 

deſire it. | 

Caſ. Where are they? 

Iago. Here at the door; I pray you, call them in. 

Caf. I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. [ Ex. Ene. 

Lago. If I can faſten but one cup upon him 

With that which he hath drunk to- night OA 
He'll be as full af quarrel and offence, 
As my young miſtreſs dog. 

Now, my fick fool, Rodorigo, 
Whom love hath turned almoſt the wrong fide out, 

Io Deſdemona hath to-night carouz d | 
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Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling ſpirits, 
(That hold their honours in a, wary diſtance, 
The very elements of this warlike ifle,) 
Have I to-night fluſter'd with flowing cups, - 
And they watch too. — Now, mongſt this flock of 
drunkards, 
Am I to put our Caſſio in ſome ine 
That may offend the iſle. But here they come. 
If conſequence do but approve my deem, 
My boat fails freely, both with wind and ſtream. 
Enter Cass 10, MoNTANo, and GENTLEMEN, 
caſ 'Fore heav'n, they have given me a rouſe already. ; 
Mont. Good faith, a little one: Not paſt a pint, as I am 
a ſoldier. 
Iago. Some wine, ho ! oP | [Iago ng. 
And let me the canakin clinł, clink, clinł, 
And let me the canakin clink. 
A ſoldier's a man; oh, man's "life's but 4 ſpar + 
Why, then let a ſoldier drink. 
Some wine, boys. 
Caſ. Fore heav'n, an excellent ſong. 
ge. 1 learn'd it in England; where, indeed, they are 
moſt potent in potting. Your Dane, your German, 
and your ſwag-belly'd Hollander. — Drink, ho! 
are nothing to your Engliſh, 
Cuſ. Is your Engliſhman fo exquiſite in his drinking ? 
lago. Why, he drinks you with facility your Dane dead 
drunk. He ſweats not to overthrow your Almain, 
He gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next 
| pottle can be filled, 
Caſ. To the health of our general. 
Mau. Jam for i It, Licutenant, ad III do you juſtice, 
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Lago. Oh, ſweet England. | 

King Stephen was and q worthy ron 
His breeches caſt him but a crown ;; 
He held them fix-pence all too dear, 
* With that he call d-the taylor lawn, 
He was a wight of high renown. 
And thou art but of low degree: 
*Tis pride that pulls the country down, 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 
Some wine, ho! 

Caſ. Why, this is a more exquiſite ſong than the —_ 

Iago. Will you hear't again? 

Caf. No, for 1 hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that does thoſe things. Well — heaven's above all; 
and there be ſouls that muſt be ſaved, and there be 
_ fouls muſt not be ſaved, 

Tago. It's true, good Lieutenant. | 

Caſ. For mine own part, (no offence to the general, nor 
any man of quality) I hope to be faved. 

Iago.. And fo I do too, Lieutenant. | | 

Caf. Ay, but, by your leave, nat before me. The Lieute- 
nant is to be ſaved before the ancient. Let's have 
no more of this; let's to our affairs. Forgive us our 
fins——gentlemen, let's look to our buſineſs. Db. 
not think, gentlemen, I am drunk; this is my an- 

CTCient; this is my right hand, and this my left. 1 

am not drunk now; I can ſtand well enough, and 

I ſpeak well e 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caſ. Why, very well then: Vou maſt ot think then 

that Lam drunk. [ Exif. 


* 
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Manent IA GO and MonTaxo. 
Jago. You ſee this fellow, that is gone before; 
He is a ſoldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar, 
And give direction. And do but ſee his vice 5 
I fear, the truſt Othello puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmity, 
Will ſhake this iſland. 
Mont. But is he often thus? 
Ego. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep. 
_ It were well | 
The general were put in mind of i it : 
Perhaps, he ſees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Caffio, 
And looks not on his evits; is not this true? 


Enter RoDoR1GO., 


Ego. How now, Rodorigo ! 
pray you, after the Lieutenant, go. [Ex. Ron. 
Mam. And tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſuch a place as his own fecond, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity ; 
It were an honeſt action to ſay ſa 
| Unto the Moor. 
Jago. Not I, for this fair iſland ; 
I do love Caſſio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. — Hark, what noiſe? 
¶ Mithin, help! help? 


Re-enter Cass 10, purſuing RoDorIiGo, 


Caf. You rogue, you raſcal ! 
Ment. What's the matter, Lieutenant? 


Ca. A knave teach me my duty! Fl beat the kn 


into a twiggen bottle, 


Red, Beat me =— « 


Ca.. 


Caſ. 


Mont. Come, come, you re drunk. 


2 
ago. 


(As if ſome planet had unwitted men,) 


Ment. Nay, good Lieutenant? CEO [ Saying him. 


Oth. 


Are we turn'd Turks? and to ourſelves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 


Lago. 


_ Thoſe legs, that brought me to a part of it. 
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Doſt thou prate, rogue ? 2 


I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 
Let me go, Sir, or I'll knock you over the mazzard. 


Drunk ? ——— [ They fight. 
Away, I ſay, go out and cry a mutiny. | 
[Exit RopoR1Go, 
Nay, good Lieutenant —— Alas, gentlemen —— 
Help, ho | — Lieutenant — Sir — Montano —— 
Help, maſters! here's a goodly watch indeed 
Who's that, who rings the bell —— [Bell rings, 
The town will riſe. — Fie, fie, Lieutenant! 


Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 


Hold, for your lives, 
Why, how now, ho? from whence ariſeth this? 


For chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl z 

He, that ſtirs next to carve for his own rage, 

Holds his ſoul light: He dies upon his motion. 

Silence that dreadful bell; it frights the iſle. % 
From her propriety. What is the matter? * 
Honeſt Iago, that looks dead with grieving, _ 
Speak, who began this? on thy love, 1 charge thee. 
I do not know; friends all, but now, even now 

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Diveſting them for bed; and then, but now —— 


Swords out, and tilting one at other's breaſts, 

In oppoſition bloody. I can't ſpeak” 

Any beginning to this peeviſh odds, a 
And, would in action glorious I had loſt 


. 
. 


13. 


Or HELL O, the) 


Oth. How comes it Michael, you are thus OT a Þ 
Caf. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. | 


green 


Worthy Montano, you were wont be civit: * 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your youth 
The world hath noted; and your name is great 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure, How comes it, + 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 


And ſpend you rich opinion, for the name 


Of a night brawler ? give me anſwer to it, | 


Mont. Worthy. Othello, I am hurt to danger; 


Your officer Iago can inform you, 


While I ** F which lohnt now offends 


me, 


Of all that 1 do know; nor know I aught 


By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this night, a 


Unleſs ſelf. charity be ſometimes a Ve, 


And to defend ourſelves it be a fin, 


Ott. 


| When violence aſſails us. 


Now, by heav'n, if I once ſtir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the beſt of yoit 
Sall ſink in my rebuke. Give me to know 


How this foul rout began; who ſet it on; 
And he, that i is approv'd in this offence, 


Tho! he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loſe me. What, and in a town of war, 
Vet wild, the people's hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtic quarrel ? 

In night, and on the court of guard and ſafety ? 


*Tis monſtrous. Say, Iago, who began't ? 


Ment. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 


Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, | 


Thou art no ſoldier, 


4 


Oth. 1 know, lago, 
Thy honeſty and*love doth mince this matter, 


Moor of 'V.E N I'C E. x N 


lago. Touch me not ſo near: "4 


I'd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio: 
Yet I perſuade myfelf, to ſpeak the truth 

Shall nothing wrong him.— Thus tis, general; 
Montano and myſelf being in ſpeech, 

There comes · a fellow crying out for help, 

And Caſſio following with determin'd ſword, 

To exccute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe z _ * 
Myſelf the crying fellow did purſue, * 
Leſt by his clamour (as it ſo fell out) 

The town might fall in fright,” He, ſwift of foot, 


- Out-run my purpoſe : I return'd, the rather 


For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords; 

And Caſſio high in oath ; which till to-night | 

I neer might ſay before. When I came back, 

(For this was brief) I found them cloſe together 

At blow and thruſt; even as again oy were, 

When you yourſelf did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report. . 
But men are men ; the beſt ſometimes forget : = 
Tho' Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 


As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that with them beſt, 


Yet, ſurely, Caſſio, I believe, receiv'd 


From him, that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 


Which patience could not pats, 


Making it Ir to Cafſio. — Cafſio, I loye a 
But never more be officer of mine; — * 


F 
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Enter DzsDEMONA attended. 


Look if my gentle love be not rais'd v4 — 


I'll make thee an example, 


Deſ. What's the matter ? 
© * Oth, All is well, ſweeting, come to bed.— 


* 


Sir, for your hurts, myſelf will be your furgeon. 
Lead him off. 


lago, look with care about the town, - 


And filence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſdemona, tis the ſoldier's life, | 
To have Wee! balmy ſlumber wak'd with ftrife. 


| [Exeunt, 
Avent Iaco and Cass 10. 


Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant? 

Caſ. Paſt all ſurgery. 

Iago. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 

Caf. Reputation! oh, I have loſt my reputation! I have 


loft the immortal part of myſelf, and what remains 


is beſtial. My reputation] lago, my reputation — 


Jago. As I am an honeſt man, I had thought you had 


received ſome bodily wound; there is more ſenſe in 


that than in reputation. Reputation is an idle, and 


Caſ. 


moſt falſe impoſition; oft got without merit, and 
loſt without deſerving. Lou have loſt no reputation 
at all, unleſs you repute yourſelf ſuch a loſer. What, 


man — there are ways to recover the general again. 


Sue to him again, and he's yours. 
I will rather ſue to be deſpiſed, than to deccive ſo 


good a commander, with ſo/ilight, ſo drunken, and 
ſo indiſcreet-an officer, —Oh- thou invincible ſpirit 


of wine! if thou haſt no name to be known by, let 
us call thee devil. 


55 las. What was he that you follow'd with the ſword ? 


What had he done t you? | 


» * 
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Caſ. I know not. 

lago. Is't poſſible ? "1 

Caſ. I remember a maſs of things, but NT diſtinctly: 7 
a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — Oh, that men 

ſhould put an nem in their mouths to ſteal away 
their brains 


Ingo. Why, but you are now w well enough : how came | 


you thus recovered ?. 


Caſ. It has pleaſed the devil, drunkenneſs, to give place 


to the devil, wrath; one unperfectneſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf. 
Iago. I could heartily wiſh this had not befallen: but 
ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. ; 
Caf. I will aſk him for my place again; he ſhall tell me, 
I am a drunkard ! —— had I as many mouths as 
Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would top them all. To be 
now a ſenſible man, by and by a fool, and preſently 
a beaſt ! 
the ingredient is a devil. I drunk 
120. You, or any man living, may be drunk at ſome 
time, man. I will tell you what you ſhall do: our 
general's wife is now the general. Confeſs yourſelf 
freely to her: importune her help, to put you in 
your place again. She is of ſo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, 


ſo bleſſed a diſpoſition, ſhe holdy i it a vice in her 
goodneſs not to do more than ſhe is requeſted. This 


broken joint between you and her huſband, intreat 


her to ſplinter. And, my fortunes againſt any Jay . 


every inordinate cup is-unbleſs'd, and 


worth-naming, this crack of your love ſhall grow '' 


ſtronger than it was before. 
Caſ. You adviſe me well. 
Iago, I proteſt, in the ſincerity of love, and honeſt nden 
Caſ. 1 think it freely; and betimes in the morning I will 
beſcech the virtuous Deſdemona to e for 


48 OTHEULO, the 
me: I am deſperate of my fortunes; if they check 


me here. 


Iago. You are in the right: good night Licutenant, 1 muſt 
to the watch. 

\ Ga Good-night; honeſt Ilago. [Ex. Cats: 0. 

Manet Ia o. 

6 And what's he then, that ſays I play the villain? 

When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
Likely to thinking, and, indeed, the courſe 

To win the Moor again. For 'tis moſt eaſy 

Th' inclining Deſdemona to ſubdue | 

In any honeſt ſuĩt.— Am I then a villain, - 

To council Caſſio to this parallel courſe, 

Directly to his good ? Tis hell's divinity: 
When devils will their blackeſt ſins put on, 

They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly ſhews, 

As I do now. For while this honeſt fool 

Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortune. 
And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor; 

Fil pour this peſtilence into his car, 

That ſhe repeals him for her body's luſ: 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 

She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor. | 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodneſs make the net, 

That ſhall enmeſh them all. How now, Rodorigo ! 

Enter RopoRIGO. 

"46 I follow here in the chace, not like a hound that 
hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is 
almoft ſpent ; I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgelled ; and, I think, the iſſue will be, I ſhall 
have ſo much experience for my pains ; and ſo with 


no money at all, and a little more wit, return W 
to Venice. 
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Tago. Ho poor are they, that have not patience? 


What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 

Thou know'ſt we work by wit, 2 not 825 witch 
craft ; 

And wit depends on dilatory time : = 

Does't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that ſinall hurt hath caſhier'd Caſſio. 

Retire thee z go where thou art billettedʒ 

Away, I fay ; thou ſhalt know more hereafter : 


Nay, get thee gone. [Ex. Nas: - 


Two things are to be done; 

My wife muſt move for Caſſio to her ien; 

I' ſet her on :— | 

Myſelf, the while, to draw. the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find 
Solliciting his wife, — ay, that's the way: 
Dull not device by coldnefs and delay. [Exit. 


—8 


ACT M. SCENE F 
An Apartment in the Palace. 
Fnter Ds DEMONA, CàAss 10, and EMILIA. 


De. PE thou adur d. good Caſſio, I will do 


All I can in thy behalf. 


Anil. Good madam, do: 1 know. it grieves my huſband 


As if the cauſe were his. 


Deſ. Oh, that's an honeſt fellow; doubt not, cao. 


But I will have my lord and you on” 


As friendly as you were. nk. 
Cal Moſt bounteous madam, 


Whatever hall become of Michael Caſlio, - 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant. 


Deſ. I know't, I thank: you; you do love my lord, 
Yog've known him long; and, be you well afſur d 


* 


* 
* 


4 
* 
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He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther olf K 
Than in a politick diſtance. 
Caf. Ay, but, lady, | 


That policy may either laſt ſo "ES 

Or feed upon ſuch nice and waterith diet, 

That T being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, - 

My general will forget my love and ſervice. 

Deſ. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here, 

I give thee warrant of th y e. ä eee be 
N merry, Caſſio; | L ; 
For thy ſollicitor ſhall rather dies! « "THT 
Than give thy cauſe a wax. 


Enter OT nach a, and Iaco, at diſtance. 


mil. Madam, here comes my lord. 
Caſ. Madam, Ill take my leave. 
Def. Why, lay and hear me ſpeak. 
Caſ. Madam, not now: I'm very ill at cafe, 
Unfitfor mine on purpoſes is 
Deſ. Well, do your diſcretion. + [Ex. Cass10z 
Tago. Hah ! I like not that — | 
Oth. What doſt thou fay * 
Iago. Nothing, my lord: or if I know not what. 
Oth. Was't not Caffio parted from my wife | 
2 Caſſio, my lord? — no, ſure, 1 cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo . | 
Seung you coming. 
Oth. I believe, twas he. 0 
Deſ. My lord, I have been talking with a ſuitor gs 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who is't you mean 7 I: 
Deſ. Why, your Lieutenant Caſſio. Good my lord, 
If I have any grace or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 


* ' N * 
* 5 

* * ; 

* 2 J. 
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That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face. 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 
Ot. Went he hence now? 
Deſ. Ves, faith, ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
. Good love call him back. 
Oth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona ; ſome adi ume 
Deſ. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? | 
Oth. The fooner, ſweet, for you. 
Deſ. Shall't be to-night at ſupper : ? 
Oth. Not to-night. 
Deſ. To-morrow at aner then? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home: 
I meet the captains at the citadel. | 
Deſ. Why then to-morrow night or Tueſday morn, , 
I pr'ythee, name the time; but let it not 
Exceed three days; in faith, he's e - 
When ſhall he come ? | 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my foul, 
What you could aſk me, that I would deny, 
What? Michael Caſſio 
That came a wooing with you, and many a time, 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly, 
" _ Hath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in? truſt me, I could do much 
Oth. Pr'ythee, no more; let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do beſeech you grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myſelf. 
De Shall I deny you? no: farewel, my lord. 
Oth. Farewel, my Deſdemona, I'll come ſtrait. 
Def. Amilia, come; be as your fancies teach you: -— 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. Exe. 


* 


* 
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Oth. Excellent wench ! — Perdition catch my ſoul, 
But I do love thee ; and when I loye VOWS 


Chaos is come again. 


- lago. My noble lord. 


Oth. What doſt thou ſay, lago? 
Iago. Did Michael Caffio, when you woo'd my lady, 
. Know of your love? | 
Oth. He did, from firſt to laſt : why doſt thou aſk? 2 
Jago. But for ſatisfaction of my thought, 
Noc farther harm. | 
Oth. Why of thy thought, lago? | 
Iago. I did not think he'd been acquainted with it. 
Oth. Oh, yes, and went between us very oft, 


* 


Jago. Indeed ! a 1% 


Oth. Indeed! ay, indeed, Diſcern'ſt thou Wen of that? 


Is he not honeſt ? 
lago. Honeſt, my lord? 
Oth. Honeſt ? ay, honeſt ? 
Jago. My lord, for ought I Know. 
Oth. What do'ſt thou think? 
Iago. Think, my lord! 
Oth. Think, my lord! by hear n, thou echo me; 
As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought, 
Too hidogus to be ſhewn. Thou doſt mean one. 
thing: 
I heard thee ſay but now, thou. lik t not that, — 
When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 
And when I told thee, he was of my counſel, 
In my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cry dſt, indeed? 
And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou hadſt ſhut up in thy brain | 
Some horrible conceit: if thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy thought. 


3 


"= 


"Moot of IITITA 


Jagd. My lord, you know 1 love you. yh HER 
Oth, I think, thou do'ft; 45 
And for I know, thou'rt full of love and villas" 
And welgh'tt thy words before thou giv'ſt them 
breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more, © 
lage, For Michael Caſſio, 
I dare be ſworn, 1 chink, re wang of 
Oth. I think ſo too. | 
Iago, Men ſhould be what they ſeem. | 
Or, thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem 1 none 4 
Ot. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem. * 
Jago. Why, then, I think, Caſſio's an honeſt man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this; | 
I pray thee, ſpeak to me as to thy chinkings) 
As thou doft ruminate ; and give thy worſt © © 
Of thoughts the worſt of words. 
Jago. Good, my lord, pardon me. t 
Tho' I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all honed any ane: s nk 
Utter my thoughts Why, ſay, they're vile and falſe 3 
As where's that palace whereinto foul things | $$: 
Sometimes intrude not 4, 
Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy fftend, lago, 
If thou but think't him wrong'd, and mak ſt his ear 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts. 1 
Lago. I do beſeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in niy Bu. | 
(As, I confeſs, it is my nature's plague = 
To ſpie into abuſe; and oft my ade. 
Shapes faults that are not;) 
It were not for yur quiet, ges . 
5 10 | G 


: 


= 
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Nor for my manhood, honeſty, and wiſdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Oth.. What doſt thou mean ? 
" Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls. — 
Who fteals my purſe, fteals traſh; tis ſomething, 
nothing ; 
"Twas mine, 'tis his; ;and has been dare to thoulditl, 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. © 
Oth. Vil know thy thoughts — i 12. 
Ingo. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
i oor Mall not, nay 1642 IG 
Otk. Ha! | | 
Iago. Oh, beware, my lord, of jeatoaty' " 
It is a green-ey'd monſter, which doth make 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er, © 
Who doats, yet doubts ; faſpeAs, yet may N 
Oth. Oh miſery! ? 
Jago. Poor and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches endleſs, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor, — | 
Good heav'n the ſouls of all my tribe _—_ 
From jealouſy ! 
Oth.. Why? why is this? 
Think ſt — I'd make a life of jealouſy 5 
To follow ſtill the changes of the moon 
With freſh ſuſpicions ? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſolv'd. "Tis not to make me jealous, 
To fay, my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free . fings, plays, * dances well; 
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Where virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous, 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt; 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me.— No, lago, 
I'll fee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And, on the proof, there is no- more but this, 
Away at once with love, and jealouſy. 
Jago, I'm glad of this; for now I thall have reaſon 
To ſhew the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker ſpirit. Therefore, as Im bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife, abſerve her well with Caſſio, 
Wear your eye, thus: Not jealous, nor ſecure ; 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of ſelt-bounty be abus'd ; look to't. 
I know our country difpofitioh well 


In Venice they do let heav'n ſee the pranks | 
They dare not ſhew- my huſbands ; their beſt 


conſcience 
Is not to leave't undone, 5 koeg't unknown, 
Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 
Tago, She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And. when the ſeem'd to thake, r e 
She lov'd them moſt. 
Oth. And ſo the did; 
Jago. Go to then; 


She that ſo young, could hed out ſuch a ſeeming, 


To ſeal her father's eyes up, cloſe as oak —— 


He thought twas whom © P2006 oY much to- - 


blame: | 
1 humbly do befeech you of your pardon, 
| For too much loving-you. 
Oth. I'm bound to you for ever. 
lago. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd your ſptt 
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= Oth. Nat a jot, not a jot. | 
4 ae. Iruſt me, I fear it has: 
* I hope you will conſider what is poke. 
Comes from my love. But, I do ſee you're moy'd 
Il am to pray you not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
a To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 
. Than to ſuſpicion. 


= O. J will not, | * #-% 
* _ Jags. Should you do ſo, my W 28 | 
$ My ſpeech would fall into ſuch vile faceeks, 
Which my thoughts aim not at. Cafſio's my vd 
friend. 
My lord, I ſee, you're ao * 


Oth. No, not much moy'd — - | 
| I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. ly 
Jago. Long live ſhe ſo] and long live you to think ſo! 
Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itſelf —  _ 
lago. Ay, there's the point z as (to be bold with you) 
Not ta affect many propoſed matches 8 
Of her own clime, complexion and degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things nature tends: - 
Foh ! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul difpraportions, thoughts unnatural.— 
But, pardon me, ] do not in poſition 
= . Diſtinctly ſpeak of her; tho“ I may. fear 
. Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
| May fall to match you with her country farms, 


_ And, haply, fo repent. 
133 Oth. Farewel, farewel; | 
2 | If more thou doſt perceive, let n me know-more : 
| Set on thy wife obſerve. Leave me, lago. 
age. My lord, I take my leaye, © (Going. 
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Moor of VENICE. 8 
Oth. Why did I marry ? 1 | + 
This honeſt creature, Joubtlek, | 
Sees and knows more much than he anal. 
Jago. My lord, I would I might intreat your honour 
x To ſcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time: 
Altho' 'tis fit that Caſſio have his place, 
For, ſure, he fills it up with great ability; 

Vet if you pleaſe to hold him off a While, | 
You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means; 
Note, if your lady urge his reconcilation 
With any ſtrong or vehement importunity ; 

Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, | 
(As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am; | 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. | 
lago. I once more take my leave. [Ex, 
Manet OrHELTO. 


Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned ſpirit, © _. 
Of human dealings.—If I prove her haggard, 
Tho' that her jeſſes were my dear heart - ſtrings, 

I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 

| To prey at fortune. Haply, for I'm black, 

And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 
That chamberers have; or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much 
She's gone, I'm abus'd, and my relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh, the curſe of marriage 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 


43 _OTHELLO, the 
For other's uſe—Deſdemona comes! 
Enter DESDRMONA and EMILIA. 


I ſhe be falſe, oh, then heav n mocks itfelf + : 
I'll not believ't. 
| Def My dear Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous iflanders, 
By you invited, do attend your 22 
Oth. I am to blame. 
Def. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly ? j pF 
Are you not well? 
Oth. I have a pain upon my forchead here. 
Def. Why, that's with watching, *twill away again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
n. Your handkerchief's too little; 
. [She drops her ms han 
Let it alone: Come, gil go in with you. 
Def. 1 am very ſorry that you are not well. [Excunt 
5 Manet EMILIA. 
Amid. J am glad I have found this handkerchief : 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor: 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd nie to teal it. I'll have the work ta'en aut, 
And giv't Iago ; what he'll do with it, 
Heav'n knows, not I, 
1 nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaſie. 
Enter IA co. * 


lage. How now ? what do you here alone? 
nil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 
Jago. You have a thing for me? 
It is a common thing —— 
Emil. What? 


Moor of VENICE. 49 

lago. To have a fooliſh wife. * * 

Emil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 4 
For that ſame handkerchief? | 

lago. What handkerchief? 

Emil. What handkerchief ?—— | by 1 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Defdemona 5 
That which fo often you did bid me fteal. 

Igo. Haſt ſtolen it from her? 

Emil. No; but ſhe let it drop by negligence; 

And, I took't up: Look, here it is. 

Jago. A good wench, give it me. | 

Emil, What will you do with't, you have been ſo earneſt 
To have me filch it? 

ago. Why, what is that to you? [Snatching it, 

Anil. If't be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 

Give't me again. Poor lady! ſhe'll run mad, 
When ſhe ſhall miſs it. 

Jago. Re you not known on't: 

I have uſe for it. Go, leave me [Ex. EMITTA, 

I will in Caffio's lodging loſe this handkerchief, 
And let him find it. — Trifles light as air 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ftrong _ 

As proofs of holy writ.— This may do ſomething, 

The Moor already changes with my poĩſons: 


Enter Or HELLO. 


Look, where he comes! Not Poppy, Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet ſleep, 
Which thou ow'n'ſt yeſterday. f 
'Oth. Ha! falſe to me | | 
Jago. Why, how now, general ? No more of that. 
Oth. Avant! be gone! thou'ſt ſet me on the rack. 

I ſwear 'tis better to be much abuſed, 

Than but to know a little. 


* 


Ot. I had been happy, if the general camp, 


| Jago, M y noble lord 


50+ OTHELLO, the” 


Iago. How, my lord? 


© Oth. What ſenſe had I of her ſtol'n an 


I ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; 

I lept the next night well; was free and merry; 

I found not Caſſio's kifles on her lips: 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 

Let him not know't, and he's not nan 
Ingo. I am ſorry to hear this. 


(Pioneers and all) had taſted her ſweet body, 
So I had nothing known.—Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind! Farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue! Oh, farewel ! 
Farewel the neighing fteed, and the ſhrill trumpet,” 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, th' ear-piercing fiſe, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war! 
And, oh, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
Th' immortal Jo v Es dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! — Othello's occupation's gone 
Jago. Is't poſſible, my lord? 
Oth. Villain, beſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Beſure of it: give me the ocular proof, "4 
| | [Catching hold on him, 
Or, by the wot of my eternal ſoul, 
Thou had'ſt better been born a dog, a dog, Iago, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 
Jago. Is't come to this? | 4 
Oth. Make me to ſee't; or, at leaſt, ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon Of: life. 
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Ork. Would? nay, and III. tir) 
8 Jago. And may; but how how farfied; my lord! 280 
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Moor + vent. "FF! 2 
Oth, If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture mm OY 
Never pray more ; abandon all remorſe 4 
On horror's head horrors accumulate; 
Do deeds to make heav'n weep, all earth amaz d; 
For „ 
Greater than that. 
lages Oh grace ! ob hour's defend was? _ 
Are you a man? have you a ſol? or ſenſe? 
Cod be w you; take mine office O wretched fool, 
That liv'ſt to make thine honeſty 2 vice! 
Oh monſtrous world! take note, take note, oh bald, 
To be direct and honeſt, is not fafe, 4 © | 
I thank. you ſor this profit, ee 0 
Pu love no friend, ſince love breeds ſuch offence; 
Oth. Nay, flay —=— thou thould'ft be honeft'— 
Iago. I ſhould be wiſe ; for Daus L foul, * 
SU And tee eee tor: | Bn > . i 
Oth, By che world. N. A A 
I think, my wife is honeſt; * chink ſhe is pot; 
I think, that thou art juſt; and think, thou art not; 
I'll have ſome proof.—Her name, that was as freſh 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black” © 
- As-my own face.—If there be cords or kites, | 
Poiſon, or bre, or ſuffocating ſeams, ' 
I! not endure't. Would I were ade? 
Ego. Ice, Sir, you are eaten up with paſſion; ' | 
1 do repent me that I put it to you." BI 
Tou would be fatisfied? 00 0 7 Finer | l 


— 


Would you be ſuperviſor, en! 0h 
Behold her tupp'd'? £161 3 90 a 
0th. Death and damnation! wks rinks „ 
A 
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EL OTHELLO, * 
Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 2 
To bring em to that proſpect: damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter | 
More than their on. Whit then! how then? 
What ſhall I ay? where's ſatisfaQtion ? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkbys, 
- CHAR FRORgrns and fools as groſs 
As ignorance made drunk.—But yet, 1 "ow 
If i imputation and ftrong circumſtances, 
1 _ Which lead directly. to the door of truth, (3 . 
| a Will give you ſatisfaction, you might have'ts 
Oth. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſſoyal. 
Lago. L do not like the oſſice;ñ '1 
But fince Im enter d in this cauſe ſo, e * 
Prick d tot by foolith honeſty. and pve, #1 ens 
I will go on, — I lay. with Caffio lately, 
And, being troubled with a raging woth. <- 
I could not fleep—: . +. 
20 There are a kind of men, ſo me of fl, |. 
hat in their {leeps will mutter their a 
One of this kind is Cafſio : n 
In fleep 1 heard him ay, 65 * Deſlemona, 
by Let us be wary, let us hide our loves 
And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand; 
Cry,“ Oh feet creature |”, and then kiſs me hard, 
As if he plucks up kiles by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips; and ſigh and kiſs, and ten 
Cry, Curſed fate ! that gave thee to the Moor. 
Othe Oh monſtrous {, monſtrous! [9G ; uA oz 
ago. Nay, this was but his dream. 
©th. But this denoted a fore-gone e 
*Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho” ãt be but a er 1 


* 


. 0 
- 


Moor f VENICE. 


lago. And this may help t6 thicken other proofs,” 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 4 
Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. - 5 
- ago. Nay, but be wiſe; yet we ſee netting done 3/ . 
She may be honeſt yet. — Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with firawberries, in your  wite's hand? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt gift. 
Ego. 1 know not that; but ſuch a handkerchief, 
(I am ſure; it was your wife's) did I to-day | 
See Caſſio wipe his beard with. 
Oth. If it be that—— _ 
lago. If it be that, or any, if Was hers, | | 
It ſpeaks againft her, with the other proofs. . 
Oth. Oh, that the ſlave had forty-thouſand lives! 
One. is too poor, too weak for my revenge 
Now do | ſee, tis true——Look here lago, 
. All my fond love, thus do 1 blow to heavnz; 
Iis gone: 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from the. hollow hel ; ; 
Yield up, oh love, thy crown and hearted throne 


e ty rannous hate : ſwell, boſom, with thy fraught. 
For tis of aſpick's tongues. 


| "Wb. Yet be content. Laut . 
Oth. Oh blood, blood, eee | | 
Jago. Patience, I ſay, your mind, perhaps, may cnn 
Oth. Never, lago. Like the Pontick fea, * 
Whoſe icy current and compulfive courſe 
Nebler feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on, 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont :- 
Even ſq my bloody thoughts with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
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Swallow them up.— Now, by yon marble. heav'n, 

In the due rev'rence of a ſacred yow, He feels 

here engage my words 

lago. Do not riſe yet: | fl. 

| Witneſs, you ever- burning lights above 
Lou elements that clip us round about 
Witness, that here Iago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice, Let him command, 
Nor to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſs ever. 
Oth. I greet thy love, 
Not with yain thanks, but with acceptance bountcouty 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't :— 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee fays. 
That Caffio's not alive. 
Iago. My friend is dead; | 
"Tis done at your requeſt But let her live. 

- Oth, Damn her, lewd minx! oh damn her, da >" 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw -r 
To furniſh me with ſome {ſwift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant 

ads am your own far ever. (Exam, 


SCE N E anther Apartment in the ſame Palace. : 


nter Dz5sDeMoNa, AMILIA. 
« Dir Where ſhould I loſe that handkerchief, Aqnilia ), 
mil. I know not, Madam. 
| Def. Believe me, and but my noble Moor 1 1% Ye 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough | 
Jo put him to ill thinking, 
Emil. Is he not jealous? A. ne 


AC? 


Moor of VENICE. 
Del. Who, he ? 1 think the fun where he was ben | 
Drew all ſuch humours from him. 
Emil. Look, where he comes. 
Pe. I will not leave him now, till Caſfio be 
en to him. — How is it with you, my rt 
Enter Orutto. |» 
Oth. Well, my good lady. Oh, hardneſs to diffemble ) 
How do you, Defdemona ? 
Deſ. Well, my lord. 
Oth. Give me your hand; this hand 3 is moiſt, my lady. 
Def. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow, 
Oth. This argues fruitfulneſs, andliberal heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt — this hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty; faſting and prayer, 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe deyout z 
For there's a young and ſeating devil here, 
That commonly rebels; tis a good hand, 
a A very frank one. 
Deſ. You may, indeed, ſay lo; 
For 'twas that hand, that gave away my heart. 
Oth. A liberal hand. The hands, of old gave hearts; 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts, 
Def. 1 cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your . 
Cth. What promiſe, chuck ? 
Def. I've ſent to bid Caffio. come fpeak with you. 
©th. I have a falt and forry rheum offends mes + 
Lend me thy handkerchief. | 
Deſ. Here, my ford. 
Oth. That which I gave you. 
| Def. 1 have it not about me, 
Oth. Not? 


Deſ. No, indeed, my lard. 
* 
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Ol. That" SA fault. That bhandker chief \ 
Did an Æguyptian to my mother give; | 
She was a charmer, and could almoſt read : 
The thoughts of people. She tokd her, while ſhe * 
kent it. 
Tec make her ts: ſubdue my fuher 
Inticely to her love; but if the loſt it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 5 
Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirits hunt 
After new fancies. She dying, gave it me; 
| And bid me, when my fate would have me wid, 
* To give it her. I did fo; and take heed ont 
; Make it a darling, like your precious eye; 
Io loſe't, or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 
Def. Is't poſſible? | | 
Oth. "Tis true; there's magick i in the web of it; i 
A Sybil, chat had numbred in the world * 
Of the fan's courſe two hundred compaſſes, N 
In her prophetic fury few'd the work: Me 
The worms were hallowed that did breed the filk.; | 
And it was dy'd in mummy, which the Kilful, 
Conitry'd of maidens hearts. La 
Def. Indeed! ist true? | * 
Ot h. Mott veritable, therefore [00k to't well 
Def. Then would dear 'n that I had never r ſeen 1 5 
+ Oth, Ha? wherefore? 8 
Def. Why do you ſpeak: fo Rartingly and raſh ? 
Oth. Is't loft ? ist gone? Puke is 5 wo "th'-iray > 2 
Def. Bleſs us , | 
Oth. Say you? 
De, It is not loſt; but if it were ? 
Olk. Ha! . 
De. I ſay, it is not oft. 
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. Moor of rer. a * 4 
Oth. reich let me ſeett. 2 My. 
o_ Why, 5 I can, Sir but I will not now: 
This is a trick to pat me from my fut, | 
Pray you, let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 
On. Fetch me the handkerchief my mind W 
Deſ. Come, you'll ne er meet a more W e man. 
Oth. The handkerchie. „ SK 
Def. A man that all his time | un | 3 
Hath founded his good fortunes 0 your loves 
Shar'd dangers with you. gh; oo 
Oth. The handkerchief—— ) on, 
Def. In ſooth, pp Wes ' E 
Oth. Aw ay uu 2 
Manent Drsprexa ond PIP LACS 
Emil. Is not this man jealbus? 
55 I n&er ſaw this before. 
Sure, there's ſome wonder i in this baadkerher z 
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rm moſt unhappy in the lofs of it. 11 
Ami. Tis not a year or two ſhews us 2 man; 1 
ane you! Caſſio, and m buſband. Se 2 
4 eftoach. Eater lac and Cass10. A 
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dago. There is no other way, tis he muſt do't ; 
And lo, the happineſs | go and importuhe her. 

Deſ. How now, good Caſſio, what's the news with you? 

Caj. Madam, my former ſuit. 

Dej. Alas! Caſſia, + *: N A 1 
My advocation is not now in tune 3; 
My lord is not my lord; not ſhould 1 a him, 
Were he in fayour, as in humour, Alter 

Jags. Is my lord angry? T @ 

Anil. He went hence but now ; . 

And, certainly, in ſtrange unquietnefs, 


"IF 
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orn eto, * 1 


& + 
| ah Can he be angry 2— 
| Something of ee thing Pu" AR 
*,** There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit. 
*  Aanent DEsDEMeNA, AMIL1A, and Calo, © 
Def. 1 pr'ythee do mth Something, ſure, of fiſte, from 
dein: 
mil. Pray heav'n, it be | | wg 
** State matter, as you think; 14 no conception 
Nor jealous toy concerning you. 
| Def. Alas, the day, I never gave him cauſe. 
mil. But jealous ſouls will not be anſwer'd fo; 
They are not ever jealous for a cauſe; + 
But jealous for they're jealous.—It's a monſter / 
Begot upon itſelf, born on itſelf, | 
| Def. Heav'h keep that monſter from, ehen r 
nil. Lady, amen. 
Def L will co and fea him e alk hereaboutg 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your ſuit, 
And ſeek t' effect it to my uttermoſt. 
Caf. 1 bumbly thank your ladythip.. ©; +, | 
[Exeunt DESDEMON A and AEMILA a, at one door 
lr at the other, ; 
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Nen W aul 2003 a 5 
Oth. Think fo, lager 1 Pe 441 4 260 e 
Iago. What, to kiſs in 2 6129149 enn ee 
Oth An unauthorĩa d ki ññ - 
Tago. $ thy do ning 4 ven ip | 1 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief, / {51 -! 
Oth. By heav n I would moſt gladly Meth, 
Thou ſaid'ſt, — (oh, it come o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven oer the infected houſe; 
Boading to all) — he had my handkerchief,”  , 
Iago. What if I ſaid, I had ſeen him do you wrong? 
Or heard Rim ſay, as knaves wilt blab· - 
Oth. Hath he. ſaĩd any thing g 4 002%. | 
Iago. He hath, my lord, but be you dll ak 9 220 
No more chan hel unſwr a: art 
Oth. What hath he fail? n F awd /- 
lego. Why, that he did 1 know nor what be did, | 
Oth. What? * . way MbB3Kt HO 
Igo. Lie „ 2 17 onut ood mon gib 8A 
An Wih ß! a * er ;,, 
Jago. With her, * what you. will. voao tl e 
Oth. Lie with her,—lie on her, — that's fulfome.-= 
I would have him nine years à killing: — n bo 
A fine woman a fair woman! a ſweet woman 0 
Iago. Nay you muſt forget that. be e ar hol 
Oth.. And let her rot and perith, for ſhe ſhall not live. No, 


Ne it hut 
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m hand. Oh, the world hath not a ſweeter 6; 
ture She might lie by an * s fide and com- 
mand im-... 

Jago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I do but fay what ſhe 6. ——80 delicate 
| with her needle. — An admirable maifician — Oh ſhe 
| will fing the ſavageneſs guy fia Hear, 141 77 4 
Jago. She's the worſe for all this 
Oth. Nay that's certaũuauAxseuss . 17 11 Hf va 
But yet the pity of it, NE Strand. 00 
I'll chop her ird pieces + cuckold me 4 


Tv v7 
er 


Iago. O tis foul in hghõee . 
Oth. Get e ſome poiſon, lago, this night; -- nl fd 100 
I not expaſtulate with herr,. 
ae 1 ws 

aging | 
This night, Iago. i 160211 nh 


lago. Do it not with ke" oy 5 her in ber bed 
. H 
Oth. Good, good: L442 ee 
The juſtice of it 3 1 Wa 
Iago. And for Caſſio, let me be his 9 {AW 
You ſhall hear more by midnight. [4 trumpet illi 
Oth. Excellent good: — What trumpet is that ſame? 
Iago. Something from Venice, ſure. ' Tis Lodovico, 
Come from the Duke: And, ſee, your wife is with him 


Enter Lopovico, Das buona, and Mitendants from the 

Led. Save yeu, worthy genen. aan dhe a 

Oth. With all my heart, Sir. 

Led. The Dake and Bras of Vedra you 0. 
8 | [Giver him a letters, 

E 1 lis the inrümént of their pieafhres. 

Deſ. And what's the news, god coufin Lodovico 


Meor ef VENICE 


61, 
ago.” I am very glad to ſee you, n « 


Welcome to Cyprus. "tho 
Lad. I thank you; how does Liewenant Caſts? 
Iago. Lives, Sir. \ 


Deſ. There's fallen between him and my lord 1 
An unkind breach: But amn | 
Oth. Are you ſare of that ? "by 7 bp 
Deſ. My lord? — | ET 
Oth. This fail you not to do, mace: + +1 [Reads. 
Load. He did not call; he's; buſy in the paper. 
Is there diviſion 'twixt my lord and Caſſio?ꝰ 
Deſ. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much F 
Jo reconcile them, ename 
Oth. Fire and brimſtone! me 
Deſ. My lord! 9 F 
Oth. Are you wiſe ? n AEN \ 
Ons What; is he angry? 
Lod. May be, the letter moy'd him + 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
| Deputing Caſſio in his government. | 
Deſ. Truſt me, I'm glad on't. 4 4 
Oth. Indeed 
Def. My lord! 
Oth. I'm glad to ſee you mad; 
Def. Why, ſweet Othello??? 
Def I have not deferred this, Wits, ©. 5 
Lod. My lord, this would not be beliey'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſwear I ſaw't. Ti very much: 
Make Her amends, ſhe Weeps. 
Oth. Oh devil, devil! X 
If that the earth could teem with woman” $ tears, © 
Exch drop ſhe falls would prove a crocadile ; | 
Out of my fight —— 


ow 
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Def. I will not ſtay t'offend you. P5211 [Going, 
Lod. Truly, an obedient lady: $ 
do beſeech your lordfhip, call her r backs x 
Oth, Miſtreſs — [od 
Def. My lord. | 35121 T6 
Oth. What would you with ws, Sir 4 * 
Lod. Who, I, my lord? 13 | 
15 h, Ay, you did wiſh, that I would atk! 0 turn: 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on! 
And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, __ pe. 
And ſhe's obedient; as you ſay, obedient: 
Very obedient — proceed you in your tears - 
Concerning this, Sir, — oh well painted paiſion ! | 
am commanded home get you away; | 
I'll ſend for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to R avant! 
[Ex. Dz$DEMONA, 
Caſfio thall have my places. — Ad Sir, to- night 
do entreat that we may ſup together. . | 
Vou are welcome, Sir, e 212 g02 - 
Goats and monkie s * [Bt 
Manent Lo povico, and Fg IR 


Led. Is this the noble Moor, whom our K ſenate, 

Call all in all ſufficient ? — 

What ftrike his wife! 
Lage. Faith, that was not ſo well; yet Id [ luer i | 

That ſtroke would prove the worſt. | wy 
Tat. 1 it Eis uſe? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

And new- create this fault? > Fs > 
lage. Alas, alas! 8 1 

It is not honeſty i in me to 8 

What k have ſeen and Lions. You ; ſhall obſerve 

him, 
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And his own courſes will denote him ſo 
That 1 may ſave my ſpecch; — Do but go After, 
And mark how he continues; he's chang'd indeed. 
Lad. I'm ſorry, that I'm deceiv'd in him. [ Eeeunt. 
S CEN E changes to an Apartment in the Palate. 
Enter Orubr lo '. 2 
Oth. You have ſeen nothing then? 
mil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. No 
Oth. Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and her together. 5 5 
Amil. But then I faw no harm; and then I heard 
Each ſyl/iable that breath made up between them. 
Oth. What? did they never whiſper? 
Aumil. Never, my lord. | 
Oth. Nor fend you out- o A Way? 
mil. Never. * 
Oth. To fetch her fan, her gov her maſk, nor nating 
mil. Never, my lord. 
Oth. That's ftrange ! 
Emil, ] durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe 3 is honeſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at ſtake: If you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your boſom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heav'n requite it with the ſerpent's curſe *f 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 1 
There's no man happy; the oy of their wives 
| Is foul as ſlander. L 
on. Bid her come hither, go. [Ex. "IPL 
Sde ſays enough; yet the's a "EPR bawd 
That cannot ſay as much.—This is a ſubtle whore, 
A cloſet-lock and key of villanous ſecrets ; 
And yet ſhe'll kneel and pray: T've ſeen her do't. 
© Enter DesDEMonA and AMILIA.. | 
Def. My lord, what is your will? | 
Oth. Pray you, love, come hither. 


— 
i. 
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Def. What is your pleaſur e? 5 
Oth, Eet me fee your eyes; look 1 1 ace. 
N. What horrible fancy's this? tattoo ben 
Oth. Some of your function, iam: ri er ag) 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if an body come. 
Tour myfiery, Tour myſtery ; — nay, diſpatch, 
[Ex. AM1L1 A. 
Def. Upon my "Cog what doth your ſpeech import ? 
| I underſtand a fury in your . 7 * 
But not your words. | | MINY A. 
Oth. Why ? what art thou ? F 
Def.- Your wife, my lord! your true and loyal wiſe. 
Oth. Come, ſwear it z damn thyſelf ; left, being like one 
Olf heav'n, the devils We ſhould fear to ſeize 
e 
e be al FN damin'd: : Swear, thou art bone. * 
15 Heav'n doth truly know it. 
Oth. Heav 'n truly knos. 
That thou art falſe as hell. ee 
Def To whoth amr enn + 
With whom? how am I falſe? _ 0 
Oth. Ah, Desdemona away, away, away —— | , 
Def. Alas, the heavy day! why do you weep ?.. 
Am l the motive of th:ſe tears, my lord? 
If, haply, you my father do ſuſpect ee 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 20 
Lay not your blame on me ; i you. have laſ him, 
Why. L have loft him too. | 1 1 
Oth. Had it pleas'd heav'n,_ 
To try me with affliction, had i it LEI i 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my y baxe he 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, | 
 Gir'n to N we and my hopes; ng 


- 


* 


% 


Moor? off V NH 8" @& 
1 ſhould have found in ſome place of my Gal 
A drop of patience. But, alas, to make me 
A fixed figure for the hand of feorn 1 499 + 10 
To point his flow and moving fingeriat.—- 
Yet could I bear that too, woll, very well + 
But there, where I have garger'd up my heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 
The fountain from the which m current runs, 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thin ce, 
Or keep ĩt as a ciſtrrn ſor ſoul toads e HA 
To knot and gender in: Turn thy complexian there, 
Patience, thou young and — 
Ay, there, look grim as hell. "24k tax 
Def. 1 hope, my noble lord A W 


| Cab. Ob. ay, as ſummer; flies are in the — 


That quicken even with blowing. Oh, thou _ 
Who art ſo lovety fair, and: 1 0 1 
That the ſenſe akes at thee ?: I 
Would, thou had'ſt never e ach r Ws. 
Def. Alas, hat ignorant fin have] obmmimeer, ; 
Oli. Was'this'fair paper, this moſt-gootlly box 
Made to write hure upon ? what, ng: 
. Committed ? — Oh, chou publick commondn! .\' © 
] ſhould make very forges of my check. 
That would to cinders burn up modeſty, | 
Did but 1 peak thy deeds. —What, what cammjtted 
Heay'n ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks 3, 
The ba udy wind, that kiſſes alli it meets, 28 
Is huſh d within the hollow mine of carth., 
And will not hear t. — What ee — ier 


dent ſtrumpet DL e 
Def. By heay'n, you db, me wrong.. is 6+ A644. AY. 
Oth, Are not you 2 ſtrumpet? i 2.14 an 


De/. No, as I am a chriſſian ] 
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Oth. What, not a whore? ni ban ied od. [| 
Def. No, indeed! ; : LESS anita Ro net, + 
Oth. I cry your mercy, then. e % 
| 1 Waker |; 
nnn e l 
mus 4 di 11A 


* ne 2 al en ! 

That have the office opti to St. Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell: Vou ! you 5 . 

2 have dans our 1 e money Jos yo 

pains; nN 7 29090 ffs IGHA ö 

7 you, Wen and a u een IB. 
Emil. Alas, e 8 

How do you, Madam? 

Good Madam, what's the matter with b my n 
Def. With whom, Emilia? ns 
mil. Why, with NPY ©" Op C44 Ps 
Def. Who's thy lord? f 
Emil. He that is yours, ſweet lad... 
Def. I have none; b * 

2 to-night lay on my bed my wedding ſheets; 

Remember; and call thy huſband hither, 
Emil. Here's a change indeed!!! . 
Def. Tis meet, I ſhould be us'd ſo, very meet. 


Euter Taco and Enittta. T 
Iago. What is your pleafure, Madam? how is ie with you? 
Def: J cannot tell; thoſe that do teach your W_ 
Do it with gentle means, and eaſy taſks; + 
He might have chid me ſo; for i in good. bug, 1 
I am a child to chidin ggg a 
Iago. What't the matter, ladß77// 
Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord has fo bewhor'd ber jd 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and Heavy terms IEA ber, 
That true hearts cannot bear it. A 
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Def. Am I that name, Iago ? 
Iago. What name, fair lady ? 
Def. Such as, ſhe ſaid, my lord did a I was. 
Amil. He call'd her whore; a beggar in his drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his _ 
Iago. Why did he fo ? 
Def. I know not; I'm ſure, I'm none ſuch. 
Iago. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas the day 
mil. Hath the forſook ſo many noble matches? 
Her father? and her country? and her friends? 
To be call'd whore? would it not make one weep ? 
lago. Beſhrew him for't! how comes this trick upon him? 
Amil. Iwill be hang'd, if ſome eternal villain, 
Some buſy and infinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome office, 
Has not devis'd this flander : I'll be hang'd elſe, 
Tago. Fie, there's no ſuch man; it is impoſſible. 
Def. If any ſuch there be, heav'n pardon him! 
Emil. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones! 
. Why ſhould he call her where? ? who keep her 
company? 
What place? what time? what form? what likelihood? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous knave, 
Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow. 
Oh heav'n, that ſuch companion thou' dſt unfold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 
To lath the raſcal naked thro' the word, 
Jago. Speak within door, 
Emil. Oh, fie upon him ! ſome ſuch "uire he was, 
That turn'd your wit the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor, 
iv. You are a fool; 80 to. © 
SS: | | 
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Def. Alas, Iago, 
What ſhall I do to win my lord again ?— 
Good friend, go to him; by this light of heav'n, 
I I know not how I] loſt "Ig Here I kneel; [ Kneeling. 
If &er my will did treſpaſs gainſt his love, 
Or in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine-eygs, mine ears, or any ſenſe, 
Delighted them on any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me!] unkindneſs may do much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. 
Iago. I pray you, be content; tis but his humour; 
The buſineſs of the ſtate does him offence, 
And he does chide with you, 
Def. If 'twere no other ——— 
Igo. It is but ſo, I warrant. 
Go! in, and weep not ; all things ſhall be well. 
Exeunt DESDEMONA and /EMILIA, 


Enter RonoR1G0, to Iago. 


How now, Rodorigo ? 
Rod. I do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
Jago. What in the contrary ? 
| Red. Every day thou doft't me with ane device: lago; 
and rather, as it ſeems to me now, kcep'ſt from me 
all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt 
Advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 
it. Nor am yet perſuaded to put up in peace what 
| already I have fooliſhly ſuffer d. 
Jago. Will you hear me, Rodoriga? - 
Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; and your words and 
e eee are no kin together. 


Tago. You charge me moft unjuſtly. 

Rod. With nought but truth: I have waſted myfelf out 
of my means. The jewels you have had from me, 

to deliver to Deſdemona, would half have corrupted 
a votariſt. You have told me, ſhe hath receiv'd 
them, and return'd me expectations and comforts 
| of ſudden reſpect and acquittance ; but I find none. 

Iago. Well, go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, man, nor tis not 
very well ; nay, I think, it is ſcurvy, and — to 
find myſelf fob'd in it. | 

Jago. Very well, 

Red. I tell you, tis not very well. I will make myſelf 
known to Deſdemona : if ſhe will return me my 
jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and repent my 
unlawful ſolicitation : if not, aſſure yourſelf, I will 
ſeek ſatisfaction of you. 

Jago. You have ſaid now —— 

Red. Ay, and faid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 

of doing. 

Jago. Why now I ſee there's mettle in thee ; and even 
from this inſtant do I build on thee a better opinion 

than ever before. Give me thy hand, Rodorigo, 
thou haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt exception; 
but, I proteſt, I have dealt moſt directly in thy affair, 

Rod. It hath not appear'd. 

Iago, I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd; and your 
ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 

|  Rodorigo, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which 
I have greater reaſon to believe now than ever, 


(I mean, purpoſe, courage, and valour) this night 


ſhew it. If thou the next night following enjoy not 
Deſdemona, take me from this world with treachery, 
and deviſe engines for my life. 
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Rod, Well; what is it? is it within reaſon and compaſs? 

Iago. Sir, there is eſpecial commiſſion come from Venice 
to depute Caſſio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and Deſdemona 

return again to Venice. 

Iago. Oh, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh away 
with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode be 
lingred here by ſome accident ; Wherein none can 
be ſo determinate, as the removing of Caſſio, 

Red. How do you mean removing him | 

Iago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's 2 5 ; 
knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me to do ? 

Iago. Ay, if you dare do yourſelf a profit and a right; 
He ſups to night with a harlot; and thither will l 
go to him. He knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune ; if you will watch his going thence, (which 
I will faſhion to fall out between twelve and one,) 
you may take him at your pleaſure, I will be near 

to ſecond your attempt, and he ſhall fall between us. 
Come, ftand not amaz d at it, but go along with 
me ; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his death, 
that you ſhall think yourſelf bound to put it on him. 

Rod. I will hear further reaſon for this. 


Tago. And you ſhall be fatisfied, 1 
Enter OTHELLO, Lopovico, DrsprMON A, EMILIA, 
and Attendants, 


Ld. 7 do beſeech you, Sir, trouble yourſelf no further. 
Oth. Oh, pardon me; twill do me good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night! I kumbly thank you ladyſhip 


Dieſ. Your honour is moſt welcome. 


Oth. Will you walk, Sir? — oh Deſdemona! —» 
Def, My lord. 0 


* 


Oth. Get you to bed on th' inſtant, I will be return'd 


Def. It was his bidding; therefore, EY Konlia 


Def. So would not I; oh theſe men, theſe men ! 
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forthwith ; diſmiſs your attendant there; look it be 
done. [Exit, 

Def. I will, my lord. | 
/Emil. How goes now? he cw. a 
Deſ. He ſays, he will return immediately, 

And hath, commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to diſmils you. 1 
mil. Diſmiſs me? 


Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 
mil. 1 would you had never ſeen him! 


Doſt thou in HS think, tell me, Æmilia, 
That there be women do abuſe their huſbands 
In ſuch groſs kind ? 
mil. There be ſome ſuch, no Alen Led 
Def. Good-night, good-night ; heav'n me ſuch uſes ſend, 
Not to pick bad from bad; but by bad, mend ! 
* 
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EXEREREXEFERLFEFERERERETER 
ACT v. SCENE I 
Axel before the Palace, 


Euter Taco and Roporico. 
Jago. H ERE, ftand behind this bulk. Straight vil 


he come: 
Wear | thy good rapier bare, and put it home z 
It makes us, or it mars us; think on that, : 18 
And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. 
Red. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
lago. Here, at thy hand; be bold and take thy ford, 
Refi. J have no great devotion to the deed, 
Yet he hath giv'n me fatisfying reaſons : ; 
"Tis but a man gone. Forth, my ſword; he dies. N 
[Sands apart, - 
| Jago. Ns whether he kill Caſſio, 0 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain. Live e 
He calls me to a reſtitution large 
Of gold and jewels, that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifts to Deſdemona. 
It muſt not be. If Caſſio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly; and, befides, the Moor 
May unfold | me to him; there ſtand I in peril ; 
No, he muſt die. Be it ſo; I hear him . 
Enter Cass10. 


Rod. 1 know his gait ; tis he: villain, thou dieſt. 
He runs at Cass10, and wounds him. 
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Caſ. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed. 
But that my coat is better than thou know'ſt: 
I will make proof of thine. 
[Fight, IAO cuts Cass 10 behind in the leg, and runs of. 
[Then RoDoR1Go and Cass10 fall. 
Red. Oh, I am flain. 
Caſ. I'm maim'd for ever; help; hoa! murther, murther! 
Rod. Oh, villain that I am ! 
Caſ. Oh, help, ho! a ſurgeon ! —— 
What, ho! no watch? no paſſage ? Wund murtherl 
Rod. No body come ? then ſhall I bleed to death. 
Etter IaG0, in his ſhirt, with a light and a ſword. 
Iago. What are you here, that cry fo grievouſly ? 
Caſ. Iago, oh I'm ſpoil'd, undone by villains ! 
Give me ſome help. 
lago. Oh me, Lieutenant! what villains have done this? 
Caſ. I think, that one of them is Hereabour 7 
And cannot make away. 
Red. Oh, help me there. 
Caf. That's one of them. 
Jago. Oh murth'rous ſlave ? oh villain) [Iago abs him, 
Red. Oh damn'd Iago ? oh inhuman dog ! 
Ago. Kill men i'th' dark ? where be theſe bloody thieves? 
. How filent is this town? oh, murther! murther! 
Enter Lopov Iico and GRATIANO. 
What may you be? are you of good or evil? | 
Lad. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Jago. Signor Lodovico ? 
Lod. He, Sir. 
Jago. I cry you mercy ! here's Caſſio hurt by villains. 
Gra. Caſſio? 
Jago. How is't, brother? 
Caſ. My leg is cut in two. 


COT On Id Cn on a eee — . 
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Igo. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 


Let's ſce: know we this face, or no? ; 

Alas, my friend, and my dear countryman 

Rodorigo? no: yes, ſure : yea, tis Rodorighy 
| Enter ERMaILIA. 


Emil. Alas, what is the matter ? 


What is the matter, huſband ? 


Lago. Caſſio hath here been ſet on in the dark 


By Rodorigo, and fellows that are ſcap'd: 
He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo dead: 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 


And tell my lord and lady what hath hap'd: 


Will you go on afore ? This is the night, 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. 
ö [ Exeunt Iago following, 


8 CEN Ec a PI e's op . is diſcovered 


afleef in her bed. 
Enter OTHELLo, with a light and a bord) 


Oth. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul :— 


Let me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars! 
It is the cauſe. —Yet Pll not ſhed her blood, 


Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of hers than ſnow, 
And ot as monumental alabaſter: 


01 [ Lays dowh the ſword, 
Yet ſhe muſt die ; elſe ſhe'll betray more men. 


Put out the light, and then— put out thy light; 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 


I can again thy former light reſtore, 


Should I repent ; but once put out thy light, 
Thou cunning'ft pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat 

That can my li ght re-lumine.— | Sets deum oe taper. 


Mor ef v. bi N 1E. "5 
When 1 have pluck'd thy roſe,” 7 0 ü 


tho 
* 


I cannot give it vital growth again ; * 
1 __ n wittict:"- — Tü fmell thee on the tree 1 
e her, 

Oh ban Beth? dat dot almoſt perſuade” 

| Juſtice to break het ford One more; one more; 
Be thus when thou art dead, and 1 will kill thee, 
And love thee after. = One more, that's the laſt 5, 
So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal! 1 the weep, _ 
But they are cruel tears; this forrow's heavenly 1 

It ſtrikes, where it doth love, — She Wakes ——= 

Def. Who's there? Othels? whip 

Oth. Ay, Deſdemona; ooo On 

| Def. Will you come to bed, my lord? © 

Oth. Have ybu prayd to-night, Desdemona? 
Def. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourſelf em crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to bey n. and gates 
Sollicit for it ſraight. 1 " * 

a Alack, yr; a auen 
What may you mean by 1 E ab 

Oth. Well, 46 it, and be brief; 1 will walk by. 

I would not Kill thy unprepared ſpi irit. it 
No, (heav'ns forefend !) I ann —_ ny 00 ©, 

. Def. Talk you — 

Oth.. Ay, I do. 0 ( 

Deſ. Then heaven have mercy e a 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart. | 

Def, if yu ay fo, I hop you m ene, ” 

Ot. Hum 

Deſ. And. yet I fear you for vewre fatal then 
When ee o. WRyI ſhould fear my nots 
Since guilt I know * yet L feel I fear. 
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Oth. Think on thy fins. 
Def. They're loves I bear to you, 
' Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy'Rt: 
| Def. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether lip? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes, your very FRY | 
Theſe are portents ; but yet I We, 1 n 
They do not point on me. | 
Oth. Peace, and be ſtill. 
Deſ. 1 will ſo: what's the matter ? n | 
Ork. That handkerchief | A win * 
Wich I fo lov'd, and gave thee, thon gart Caifio, 
Def. No, by my life and ſoul : fend for the man, 
And aſk him. at) 
Oth. Sweet ſoul, take heed, ks ws of gerury: © 
Thou art on thy death- bed. | 
Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 0 
Oth. Preſently; ; | 
Therefore confeſs thee n of thy fn: : 
For to deny each article with oath, ,.- _ 0 
Cannot remove, nor choak, the —4 conveption 
That I do groan withal, Thou art to die. 
Deſ. Oh, heav'n have mercy on me! | 
Oth. I ſay, ame 
De). And have you mercy tos | —] never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heav'n, 
As I might love, I never gave him token. 
_ Oth, By heav'n, I ſaw my handkerchief in's hand.— 
Oh perjur'd woman; thou doſt ſtone my heart; 


And mak ſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A murther, which 1 OR a Ro 


Moor of VENICE. 77 


Def. He found it then: r (ff 
I never gave it him; fend for him dune 
Let him conſeſs the anti | | 
Oth. He hath confeſt. 
Def. What, my lord ? 
Oth. That he hath — us'd thee — 
Deſ. How? unlawfully ? 
Oth. Ay. 
Def. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No, his mouth is flop'd ; 
Honeſt Iago hath ta'en order fort. 
Deſ. My fear interprets then What, is he dead > 
Oth, Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had ſtomach for them all. . 
Deſ. Alas, he is betray'd, and I — I - 
Oth. Out, trumpet ! weep'ſt thon for him to my face? 
Def. O banuth me, my lord, but kill me not. | 
Oth. Down, trumpet. 
Def. Kill me to morrow ; let me live to mie, 
Oth. Nay, if you ſtrive— 
Def, But half an hour. | 
Oth. Being done, there is no pauſe. 
Deſ. But while I ſay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late. 's 5 [He mother 2 
EMIL IA af tie door. | 


Emil. My lord, my lord! what hoa my lord, Wit. | 
Oth. What noiſe is this? an en eee : 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciſulʒ; 


1 would not have thee linger! in thy pain.— 
So, ſo, 


Anil. within] What hoapyny rd, my lord ! 
Oth, Who's. there? 18 


U 


FF. OTHELLO, che 

mil. Oh, my good lord, I would ſpeak a word with youu 

th. Yes, tis Mmilia — by and by — ſhe's dead. 
'Tis like, ſhe comes to-ſpeak of Caffio's death ; 
The noiſe was high. — Ha, no more moving? 


Still as the grave, Shall ſhe come in? were't good * 


I think, ſhe ſtirs again — No — what's the . 
If ſhe come in, ſhe'll, ſure, ſpeak to my wife ;— 
My wife ! my wife! what wife ? I have no wife,” 
Oh inſupportable ! oh heavy hour! 
Methinks, it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of ſun and moon, and that th' affrighted globe, _ 
Should yawn at alteration — 

Emil. I beſeech you, * WT 2 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh good my lord 1. 

Oth. I had forget thee; oh, come in, Emilia. 
What's the matter with thee now ? [Unlecks the dur, 


Anil. Oh, my good lord, yonder's foul murther done. 24 


Oth. What ? now ? | | 
mil. But now, my lor. 
Oth. It is the very error of the moon; 
She comes more near the eart than the was * 
And makes men mad. 
A mil. Caſſio, my lord, hath-kil'd © 
A young Venetian, call'd Redorigo,” 
Oth. Rodorigo killd ? and Caſſio Kil'd Þ 
mil. No; Caſſio is not Kill dt. 0 0 


5 


Orth. Not Caſſio Rilld ? then murther's may of tune, ET 


And ſweet revenge gros harſh.” 
Deſ. Oh falſely, falſely e 
Emil. Alas! what cry ek wa | | 1 2 


Oth. That ?: what? u Fre vga 40H e | 
mil. Speak again; haet Defiemona oh Wet autre, x 
ſpeak. a 


Del. A guiltleſs death I die. 


* 
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Amil. Oh, who hath done this deed 5 =" 4M 
Deſ. No body, I myſelf, farewel ; "Ck" I, 
Commend me to my kind lord; beet bee. 
Oth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murther'd p 1 


Emil. Alas! who knows? 

Oth. You heard her ſay herſelf, it was not I. 

Emil. She faid fo, I muſt needs report the trath, © 
Oth. She's like a liar gone to burning Kell ! | 

"Twas ] that kill'd her. | 
mil. Oh, the more angetthe, and you che blacker'devil 
Oth. She turn'd to folly, and the was a whore. A 
mil. Thou doſt belic her, R | 
Oth. She was falſe as water. 

Amil. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſay 

That ſhe was falſe. Oh, ſhe was heaw nly true. 

Oth. Caſſio did uſe her; aſk thy huſband elſdJQ. 

Oh, I-were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds | 

Jo this extremity.— Thy A I it 3 
Amil. My huſband! 

Oth. Thy huſband: | 
mil. That the was falſe'to wedlock ? ' | 
Oth. Ay, with Caſſio: had the been true, 

If heav'n would make me ſuch another world, 

Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, | 

I'd not have fold her for it. 

mil. My huſband ! | 
Oth. What needs this eration, __— 
I ay thy huſband,” 

Doſt underſtand the word?? 

My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, Hinge” 
Emil. If he ſays ſo, may his pernicious ſoul © © 
Rot half a grain a-day ! he lies to th' heart. 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy bargain. 


8a oOTHELLO, 1 


Oth. 148 

Emil. Do thy worſt: 
This deed of thine is no more e worthy 3 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 

Otñ. Peace, you were beſt. 

il. Thou haſt not half that power to 40 me bait: 
As J have to be hurt: Oh gull! oh dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! thou'ſt done a deed — 
I care not for thy ſword, I'll make thee known, 
Though Loſt twenty lives — Help ! help, hoa ! help! 


The Moor hath kill d my miſtreſs. Murder! murder! 


Enter MonT ano, GRATIANO, —_— and mtg 


Mon. What is the matter? 
Anil. Oh, are you come, Iago? you have done well, 
That men muſt lay their murthers on foes neck. 
Gra. What is the matter? 
Emil. Diſprove this villain, if thou be'ſt a man; 
He fays, thou told'ſt him his wife was falſe : 


I know thou did'ft not: thour't not ſuch a 8 


Speak, for my heart is full. 
Togo. I told him what I thought; and told no more, 
Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. © 
Emil. But did you ever tell him the was falſe * d 
Iago. I did. 
Duil. You told a lie; an 8 damned lie; 
Upon my ſoul, a lie, a wicked lie.— 
She falſe with Caſſio? did you ſay with Caſſio? 
Jago. With Caſſio, miſtreſs ; 


What are you mad? I charge you, get you ne 


Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak 30 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 
Perchance, Iago, I will ne'er go home. 

Oth, Oh! oh! oh! ee on the ted. 


7 


* 


ny 


* 


Gra. Poor Deſdemona ! I'm glad n, dead : 


Ago. Filth, thou lieſt. 


mil. Nay, lay thee down and roar: Te 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt innocent 
That &er did lift up eye. en 
Olli. Oh, ſhe was foul! - Rs. 
1 ſcarce did know you, uncle; there lies your niece, 
Whoſe breath, indeed, theſe hands have newlyop'd ; 
1 know this act ſhews horrible and grim. 1 


Did he live now, on 
"This fight would make him do a diy rate dur In 
Vea, curſe his better angel from his b 
And fall to reprobation. 182 
th. Tis pitiful ; but yet Iago berg: ran i 0 
That the with Caſſio had the act of ſhame - 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſio conte! it ; 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous works, AF 
With that recognizance and pledge of loye 
Which I firſt gave her; if 2 
It was an handkerchief, an us n 
My father gave my mother. 
Amil. Oh heav'n ! oh heav'nly power! 
That handkerchief, thou ſpeak ſt of, 14 5 20 
I found by fortune, and did give my huſband; ; 


For often, with a ſolemn earaefinefs, - 7 
(More than, indeed, belong'd to ſuch a trifle) 
He begg'd of me to ſteal it. m abs u 1 


Anil. By beav'n, do not; I do not; 8 
Oh murd'rous coxcomb ! what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Po with ſo good a wife? 4 
Tago breaks through and wounds his wife, then runs nk 
Qth. Are there no ones in hes n. 
But what ſerve for the thunder? precious Ania a 
Erg. The woman falls; ſure he has kill'd hie wife. 


82 o THE LL O, the / 


Aon. Take this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from * 1 


Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 
. kill him rather; I'll after that ſame villain... 
T ¶ Ereunt e and Gnamzano, 


. Oth.. 1 am 10 valiant neither; 


But every puny Whipſter — 1 "ia a 
But yhy ihould honour out- live honefty 45 7-10 
Let it go all. MY 


Anil. Moor, the was chaſte: the loy'd thee, cruel Moor * 


So come my ſoul to bliſs, as Y ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [AMiL1a dier, 


Oth, I have another weapon in this chamber,ĩ 
It was a fyword of Spain, the Ebro temper; 


Oh, here it is: Uncle, L muſt come forth. 


Gra. within] If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee / dear; 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer, 
Oth. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will aſſault tk. 
3 Re-enter GRATTANO, Hin 
Gra. What is che matter rü 
Oth. Lo! I have a weapon 
A better never did itſelf ſuſtain! | 4144) | 
| Upon a ſoldier's thigh, V'veſcen dg y, 01 
That with this Ittle arm, and this good word, 
I've made my way thro" more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boaſt} 
Who can controul his fate? tis not fo how. — 
Be not afraid, tho you do ſee me pg wand, 0 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
The very ſea- mark of my utmoſt ſaĩl.— 
Do you go back diſmay'd? tis a loſt fear ? 
Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt, 
And he retires, Where thould Othello go? 


* 


_ 


Oth. Why any thing; 


Moor of VENICE. $8 
Now—how doft thou look now oh itl-flarr'd wench? 
Pate as thy fmock !- When we ſhall meet at compt, 

This look of thine will hur} my ſont from bear n, 
And fiends will fnateh at it. Cold, cold, my gil; 
Ev'n like thy chaftity.— Oh curſed flave | — 
Whip me, ye devils, | 
From the poſſeſſion of this heav 'nly fight ; ; 
Blow me about in winds, roaſt me in ſulphur, 
Wafh me in ſterp- down gulfs of liquid fire 
Oh Defdemona ! Defdemona ! dead, dead! oh, oh 


Enter Lopov1co, Cass io led in wounded, MoxTaxo, 
and Iago priſoner, with Officers, © 
pin Where is this raſh and moſt untortunate man ? 
th, That's he that was Othello ; here I am. 


Where is that viper? bring the villain forth, 
Oth, I look down towards his feet ; but that's a fables 
yr that thou beeſt a devil, I cannot Kill thee. 
F [OTHELLO w’. Indo. 
Lod. Wrench his ſword Fs him. 
Jago. I bleed, Sir, but am not kill'd, i 
Oth. I am not ſorry, neither: 1'd have thee live 1 
For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſs ta die. | 
Led. Oh thou, Othello, that vaſt once fo good, 
Fall'n in the practice of a curſed ſlave, 
What ſhall. be ſaid to thee}? 


T } 


1 T - 
- 1 * + A 


Ay honourable, murth'rer, if you 3 | 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour, 
Lod. This wretch hath part confeſt his villany : 
Did you and he conſent in Cathg's death? 
Oth. Ay. „ | | 
Caſ. D ee I never gave you cauſe. 


84 OT HELLO, che 
Oil: I do believe it, and atk your pardon : — 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi- devil, 
Why he hath thus enſaar'd my foul and body ? 
Iago. Demand me nothing; what you know, you know; 
From this time forth I never will ſpeak word. 
Led. Sir, you ſhall underſtand what hath befal'n, 


Which, as I think, you know not; here's a letter, 


Found in the pocket of the lain Rense, 


5 And, here, another; one of them n 
I The death of Caſſio to be undertok 


By Rodorigo. | | f 
Oth. Oh villain! a 
Lod. Now, here s another diſcontented paper, 

Found in his pocket too ; and this, it ſeems; 

Rodorigo mean't* have ſent this damned villain „ 

But that, belike, Iago in the i interim 

Came in and ſatisfy'd him. 8 
Oth. Oh thou pernicious caitiff) — 02,23 

How came you, Caſſio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's? | 


Caſ. I found it in my; chamber: 
And he himſelf confeſt it but even Aber 


That there he dropt it for à ſpecial bebe. 
Which wrought to hig deſfire. 
Ot. Oh fool, fool, fool! n 
Caſ. There is beſides, in Rodorigo 3 W 


Ho he upbraids Iago that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 


That I was caſt ;—and even now he ſpake, 
After long ſeeming dead,  Tago hurt en, 1 


Iago ſet him on. 
. You muſt forſake this room, ag go A us: 


N 


Your power and your command is taken off. 


And * rules in Cyprus. — For 121 ſlaye, 


Oth. Soſt you; a word or two before you go. 


Moor of VENICE. - bc 


If there be any cunning cruelty, | 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 


It ſhall be his.— You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, IS 
Till that the-nature of your fault be known _ 
To the Venetian ftate.—Come, bring him away. 


I've-done the ſtate ſome ſervice, and they know't; 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am : nothing extenuate, 
Nor ſet down ought in malice. Then muſt you 
- ſpeak ; 
Of one, that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 
Of one, not eaſily jealous ; but being wrought, 
| Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe Judean, threw a pearl away j 
Richer than ail his tribe; of one, whoſe eyes, 
Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum. — Set you down this: 
And ſay beſides, that in Aepporbnce, 
Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venctian, and traduo'd the ſtate, wk 
I took by the throat the circumciſed dog, 
And ſmote hith s. 2 .(Stabs himſelf. 
I Riss d thee, ere iu thee. — No way but this, 
Te DS DEMO A. 


Killing myſelE, to die upon a kiſs. _ Dies. 


10 Oh Spartan dog! To Iago. Aj 


More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the ſea ! - 
Look on the tragick loading of this bed ; FS 


This is thy work ; the object poiſons fight td 1-6 x 
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